Disclaimer: Miraculous: Tales of Ladybug and Chat Noir and associated characters were created by Thomas Astruc and 


copyrighted by Zagtoon. This zine is a not-for-profit fan creation and is not affiliated with any official Miraculous sources. 
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Dear reader, 


If you are considering hiding in a hole of eternal shame because you just gave your 
crush constipation pills instead of a love letter, don't worry. Totographs: A Miraculous 
Humor Zine has got your back. We can't change the past, but they do say laughter is 


the best medicine. 


Totographs was born from a simple goal: to create a playful, feel-good zine with a 
focus on humor and fluff. Nine talented writers and thirty-one artists joined us on this 
endeavor, working hard to create a collection of stories, comics, and illustrations that 
we hope will make you smile and cry tears of joy. (No sad tears allowed here. That 


would be a cowabummer.) 


We would especially like to thank our contributors for the time and effort they put in 
to help create this digital-only zine. A super mega “pound it” to all of them! It's been an 
eventful year, to say the least, but thanks to everyone's good humor and dedication, we 


can finally share the finished product with you. 


So buckle up, enjoy the shenanigans, and forget your constipation pill woes. And if all 
else fails, you can always flee into the hills with your hamster named Loneliness and 


your fabulous copy of Totographs: A Miraculous Humor Zine. 


Sincerely, 


The Totographs mods 
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| ) hat do you mean, you're the funny guy?” Chat Noir demanded halfway through 
patrol. “Paw-bviously I’m the funny guy!” 


“Paw-bviously?” Rena Rouge mouthed silently to Marinette. 


Marinette shrugged, her nose scrunching up behind the Ladybug mask. That one was 


even worse than usual. 


“Oooh, you must be feline threatened if you think one lame pun will make you the funny 


guy, King Monkey retorted, making huge air quotes around his own pun. 
“If my puns are so lame, why are you stealing them?” 
“| just wanted to show you how lame they are!” 


The pair continued to bicker for the remainder of their patrol. In retrospect, Marinette 


really should have stopped them when their dispute devolved into dares. 

“| dare you to make as meow-ny purr-ns as me-ow next paw-trol! Rena can keep count!” 
“No, | can’t.” 

“Paw-lease, Rena!” 

“| can’t count suddenly ...” 


“Oh yeah?” King Monkey interrupted before Rena could finish paraphrasing Maria 
Carey. “Well, | dare you to eat dirt!” 


Chat Noir blinked, then let out a snort. “Like you've ever done that.” 


That was when, to everyone's horror, King Monkey bounded down to the pavement 
below, dabbed before the petrified old man he'd almost landed on, and yanked a hunk 


of grass out of the ground next to a tree. He leapt back up to the roof before them, 


held up the chunk of grass—roots, soil and all—and took a large bite out of it. 
“Mmm, shee? Tashty,” King Monkey said, beaming through dirt-slimy teeth. 

There was a moment of stunned silence before they burst out in indignant protest. 
“What the heck?” 

“Gross!” 

“That's not funny! That's just dumb—” 


a 
“King Monkey,” Marinette's voice cut through the hubbub, “could qa not. ao 
public property for dares? Please?” : z 


“Itsh jusht grash!” 


“Grass someone planted and tried 
to make look nice. Also, | already 
told you to stop eating stuff that’s 
not food. | can't miraculous cure y e 
you back to health if you're the 


one making yourself sick.” 


“What if it was technically Chat e 
Noir making him sick by daring ` 
him to eat dirt?” Rena asked. 


“Rena!” 
“What? I’m curious!” 


“And |’m serious! No more 


eating dirt! For any of you!” 


Marinette glared pointedly at ae 
Chat Noir, who was eyeing the = Veronica Eno 


ground below. 


“But, m'lady, he just—” 


“Chat!” 


Chat Noir let out along, dramatic sigh, as though she had deprived him of ice cream 


forever. “Fine. But only because eating dirt doesn't make you funny. Puns do.” 
“You're jusht a shcaredy cat!” 


Marinette decided to keep Chat Noir and King Monkey on seperate patrols for a while. 
The end of this one couldn't come fast enough, and she ran home quickly so she could 
detransform before Chat Noir inevitably came to complain to his civilian friend about 


the obnoxious newbie. 


Twenty minutes later, with Tikki gorged on cookies and fast asleep in a drawer, Marinette 
was wondering where he was. Had he gone straight home? Was he already there, but 
waiting for her to come up and water the plants? He did that sometimes, especially after 
that time he'd walked in on her doing yoga. Marinette firmly suppressed that memory as 
she fetched a jug of water and headed back up the stairs. She'd bet he was there now, 
slouched in her deck chair, arms crossed and pouting, ready to launch into his usual 


dramatics as soon as she emerged. 


She didn't expect to find him staring at her wilting basil plant like it held the deepest, 


darkest secrets of the universe. 


His suit gleamed in the setting sun. His only movements were the occasional twitch of a 
claw at his side or the breeze lifting a lock of golden hair, making a halo of it around his 
head. He looked like Icarus staring at the wings that would tempt him to his death, his 
expression equal parts awe and trepidation. So absorbed was he in his contemplation 
of the basil plant that, despite his heightened senses, he hadn't heard Marinette open 
the skylight. 


Chat Noir's brow puckered beneath the mask, his eyes narrowing the way they did 
when a villain had angered him. Marinette, still standing on her bed and peeking 
through the open skylight, reflected that she should probably stop him, or at least 


make her presence known. But some part of her wanted to see if he was really going to 


do what she thought he was going to do. 


Besides, she wasn't Ladybug 
right now. And a little potting soil 
| wouldn't hurt him, right? 
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She held her breath and 
watched, wide eyed, as he 
| dipped a claw into the plant pot, 
being careful not to disturb the 
leaves, and dug up a dry clump 
of soil, spooning it into his other 
| palm when it began to crumble. 
_ He held the small pile of dirt 


| in his hand for another few 


seconds, frowning at it. Then 


A 0 he tipped his head back and 


y art bY Veronica Crow | shoved it into his mouth. 


Marinette watched his 


nn 


expression morph from 
¡cébless determination through increasing levels of disgust, before settling firmly on regret. 


“Blegh,” he said quietly, sticking out his blackened tongue. 
This was too much for Marinette. Laughter exploded from her chest. 
Chat Noir spun to face her. 
I-'m not eating dirt!” he stammered, but Marinette was already clutching the edge of 


the skylight with tears in her eyes, wheezing. After waiting a few moments for her to catch 
her breath—which she didn't—he shuffled towards her, muttering, “It's not that funny.” 


I'm sor—” Marinette gasped in a vain attempt to regain her composure. “| can’t—you 
just—why—why?” 


Chat Noir sank down next to her, dangling his legs over the edge of the skylight with a 
heavy sigh. “Superhero stuff. You wouldn't get it,” he replied melodramatically. 


Marinette snickered. “Yeah, you—you looked pretty intense there,” she spluttered, 
mirth bubbling behind every word. “Was that some kind of ritual, for the miraculouses 


or something?” 

Chat Noir pouted sullenly, and she cracked up again. 

“You don't believe me,’ he grumbled. 

“No,” Marinette gasped between giggles, “I’m sorry, | don't.” 


He waited until she'd calmed down somewhat, which took a while. lt didn't help that 
he kept finding tiny stones in his teeth and would grimace as he pushed them out with 


his tongue. 
“Hey, why don't you ever laugh that much at my puns?” 


Marinette blew out her eighth calming breath, ignoring the remaining spasms of her 
diaphragm, and looked up at him. There was a dark smear near the edge of his mouth 
which nearly set her off again, but the drooping ears and the genuine sadness in his 
huge green eyes startled her into sobriety. She racked her brain for a sincere reply that 


wouldn't hurt his feelings. 
“Ah ... well, | guess I’m just not into puns?” 


To her dismay, his shoulders slumped, and his ears drooped even more as he stared 


sadly at his knees. 


“| am funny, though, aren't I?” he asked, not looking funny at all any more. “Out of all 


the miraculous holders, you'd say I’m the funny one, right?” 


Marinette’s heart squeezed. Momentarily forgetting she wasn't Ladybug right now, she 
cupped his face and smiled up at him. 


“Of course you are,” she soothed. “Who else would it be?” 
His eyes widened slightly. “I’m funnier than King Monkey?” he asked in a small voice. 


“Way funnier than King Monkey,” she confirmed, wiping the smear of dirt from the 


corner of his mouth with her thumb. “See, people would expect King Monkey to eat dirt. 


Nobody would even laugh at that 
because that’s just the kind of 
random thing he does. Seeing you 
do it was hilarious, though” she 


added, lips quirking up in a grin. 
He blew a short laugh through 


his nose, and his eyes went from 
hopeful to infinitely tender. lt 
occurred to Marinette that she _ 
was not, in fact, Ladybug right 
now, and that feeling him smile 
beneath the bare skin of her 
palms was quite different from 


what she was used to. Before 


she could wonder at the sudden 


stumble of her heart, however, he art bu V 
er 
pulled her into a tight hug, lifting Y Veronica Crow 


— 


her feet clear off the mattress as w e 


he nuzzled her hair. A = . 
“You're the best, Marinette,” he murmured next to her temple. “I knew | could count 


” 
on you to cheer me up. 


“Any time,” she squeaked as he set her down again. She hoped hed take the warmth on 
her cheeks to be the reflection of the sunset on her skin. Casting about for a diversion, 
she cleared her throat and added, “Though if you want my opinion on who's the 
funniest out of all the miraculous users, | think Rena Rouge could give you a run for 


your money.” 


Chat Noir gaped at her. 


“Rena? But all she does is quote memes!” 


“With perfect timing!” Marinette argued. “See, that’s your main issue. You have terrible timing. 


Even if Renas jokes are just memes, it's the context in which she says them that counts.” 


Chat Noir twisted his mouth critically and folded his arms, muttering something about 


the Ladyblogger and special treatment, which Marinette pretended not to hear. 
“| can't believe you think Rena is funnier than me,” he said out loud. “Betrayer.” 
“| didn't say that! | just said she could compete with you!” 
“And my timing is purr-fect, thank you very much.” 
“Actually, | think it was my timing that was perfect this time.” Marinette smirked. “I’m 
the one who walked in on you eating dirt.” 


“I don't even know why you found that so funny. You don't even know why | did it!” He 
grimaced as he found another stone in his teeth. “Hey, could | have a glass of water, 
please? Dirt is not tasty.” 
Marinette cracked up again. = 
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“Of course, funny cat.” «e 


ME WANT MUNCH! 


Me want tasty | 
earthy crunch. | 


Me have good hunch. 
Me think, "Mud ple 
guran lunch» 
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NOT A PROBLEM. 
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x CLEAR. 
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h, finals week. A hellish experience for any student. Trying to recall months' worth 

of information in a matter of days was no easy feat. Studying was time consuming 
and draining enough for Alya without chasing down superheroes and running the most 
popular blog in the country. There was nothing she wanted more than to curl up in a 


ball and die, and yet, her bestie had it even worse. 


Alya had warned Marinette that taking commissions from Jagged Stone during exam 
season wasn't the best idea. But in true Marinette fashion, she just had to bite off more 


than she could chew. 


“How can | say no?” Marinette had said. “My idol wearing one of my designs all over 
the world? | can't pass up an opportunity like that! Besides, it’s not his fault his world 
tour kicks off right in the middle of finals week.” 


Alya sighed as she watched the disaster unfold from the relative safety of Marinette's 
chaise. Marinette was working herself into a whirlwind, bouncing between reviewing 
notes, sewing a jacket for Jagged, and planning the end of school party as class 
representative. She rolled around her bedroom on her desk chair between her sewing 
machine, her computer, and her chaise, where she left her notes with Alya. She was a 


mess and her room showed it. 


Alya tried her best to stay clear of hurricane Marinette Dupain-Cheng but it was only 
a matter of time before someone got hurt. As she rolled over to get her sketchbook, 


Marinette barely avoided running over Alya’s foot. 


“Marinette!” she yelped, pulling her knees to her chest. “Could you stop for just one 


second? You almost crushed my foot!” 


“Sorry, can't!” Marinette called as she rolled over to her sewing machine, her tongue 


sticking out of her mouth in concentration. “Now, read me the next question.” 


“Alright, fine. In what year did Marinette Dupain-Cheng run herself into the ground?” 


Alya was almost surprised to see Marinette take a moment from her work to glare at her. 
“| won't run myself into the ground.” 


“Nope, the answer | was looking for was 2020.” Having had enough of her friend's 
antics, Alya got up to cross the room, pulling Marinette away from the sewing machine 
and back over to the chaise, where she collapsed as soon as she sat down. “Look at 


you! When was the last time you got any sleep?” 


“What day is it again?” The dark circles under Marinette's eyes were getting more and 
more noticeable by the day. Her hair was unkempt, and now that she stopped moving, 


it was clear that she was having a hard time staying awake. 
“The fact that you even have to ask is concerning.” 


Despite the glare she gave her, Marinette made herself comfortable on Alyas shoulder. 


“Look, I’m fine!” 
Alya didn't believe that for a second. 
“It's just when | stop moving that it catches up with me ...” Marinette let out a yawn. 


“Right.” For the sake of her best friend's well-being, Alya started rubbing a hand up and 


down her back, slowly coaxing her to sleep. “Get some rest. You know you want to ...” 


SHE WAS SO 
YOUNG! 


RIP 


Malino 
Dean CHA, 


neiniry IN AW 
vts WER 


It didn't take long for Marinette's eyelids to start closing. She was obviously struggling 
to keep them open. “This ... this is betrayal ...” No matter how hard she tried to fight it, 


sleep slowly yet surely began to overtake her. 


Success. 
oe oe eo 


alright nino, pay up. i’ve done it 


nerd<3 

there's no way. there's absolutely 
e no freaking way. 

sunshine 


You got Marinette to sleep??? 


e) How??? 


nothing short of magic. and maybe a 


little force 


sunshine 


e) That's... concerning. 


nerd<3 


e, force?? is she asleep or dead? 


honestly could be either at this point. 


i swear that girl is trying to kill herself. 


sunshine 


Check her pulse. We have an exam 


e) tomorrow. 


it's a miracle. she lives 


nerd<3 


B PII believe it when i see it. 


there you have it. video proof that 
marinette dupain-cheng is asleep 
and breathing 


nerd<3 


well ¡”Il be damned 

sunshine 

She’s asleep. She’s really asleep. 
nerd<3 


and ¡'m really €20 poorer 


sunshine 


You know better than to bet against 
Alya 


GO 


thanks for playing ;) 


Alya grinned down at the group chat as a new notification popped up. New e-transfer 
from Nino Lahiffe. With her best friend sleeping soundly against her, and an extra €20 in 
her bank account, Alya took it upon herself to take a well-deserved break. She started 


scrolling through TikTok, watching video after video before Marinette started to stir. 
“Morning,” she smirked, watching Marinette sit up and rub her eyes. 


Marinette took a moment, blinking the sleep out of her eyes before taking back her 


spot on Alya's shoulder. “How long have | been out?” 
“Maybe half an hour? Forty-five minutes at most.” 


Marinette hummed in acknowledgement, not awake enough to argue that Alya 
should’ve woken her up sooner. Instead, she joined Alya in the rare moment of peace 


and watched over her shoulder. 


Baby, you're like lightning in a bottle 
\ can't let you go now that \ got it 
And all 1 need is to be struck 

By your electric love 


Alya and Marinette probably watched a million TikToks just like this one. The trend to 
surprise your best friend with a kiss became an instant favourite of theirs for very ob- 
vious, Adrien Agreste-related reasons. She knew there was no way Marinette would 
actually try to do the “Electric Love” challenge with him, but that didn't mean she 


couldn't get a kiss for herself. 


Alya tapped her cheek expectantly. “A little thank you for being the best bestie in 
the world?” 


“I don't know ... You betrayed me, remember?” 


“We both know you wouldn't have slept if | hadn't.” 


Despite the childish pout on her face, 
Marinette leaned in and pressed a kiss 


to Alya's cheek. 
Alya smirked in victory. “Much better.” 


“You're the worst.” 


Adrien gathered from all the teen 

TV shows and movies he watched that 
finals week was the bane of every 
student's existence. Living in it, however, 
he experienced firsthand just how 


absolutely soul sucking it was. 


His body ached, he hadn't had a full 
night's rest in forever, and he hadn't 
worn anything but Gabriel-branded 
hoodies for the past week. The only 
thing that kept him going was the fact 
that it would all be over in less than 
twenty-four hours. All that stood 
between him and sweet, sweet 


freedom was his history final. 


It only he weren't on the brink of 


collapsing. 


At least he wasn't suffering alone. Seated around Ninos dining table as they tried to 
study, his friends were faring no better than he was. While Marinette dozed off, Alya 
was barely getting by with coffee being her only tether to the living world. Nino's eyes 
were bloodshot behind his glasses after pulling an all-nighter to study, and even Adrien 


himself was looking pretty ragged. Or rather, as ragged as his father deemed acceptable. 


His father would never dare to send him to school looking less than presentable, but 
his hair wasn't as neat as usual, landing somewhere between Adrien and Chat Noir. 
His eyes were dull and tired, and he hoped no one looked close enough to notice the 


concealer hiding the dark circles under his eyes. 


Surrounded by the piles of worksheets, handwritten notes, and textbooks, the four 


looked like the picture definition of burnt-out students. 


“Alright, Nino. This one's for you.” Adrien looked up from the set of cue cards in his 
hands to nudge his best friend awake next to him. “Come on, you know this one! Who 


was the first president of the fifth French republic?” 


When Nino perked up for the first time all afternoon, Adrien couldn't help but feel 
hopeful. “De Gaulle! lt was De Gaulle!” 


He should have known better. Hope didn't exist during finals week. 

When Adrien offered his signature apologetic smile, Nino instantly deflated in his seat. 
“Sorry, Nino ... Everyone thinks it was De Gaulle, but it was actually —” 

“René Coty ... before the first elections ...” 


Everyone looked towards Marinette, who, before this moment, they had presumed 


was dead to the world. 


Adrien blinked a few times, surprised that she a) was paying attention enough to answer 


and b) knew the right answer at all. “Y-yeah, that's correct. Good job, Marinette!” 


She gave nothing more than a hum of acknowledgement before burying herself further 
in her arms and promptly falling back asleep on the table. Within seconds, she was out 


like a light. 


Next to her, Alya rubbed her back, her head resting on her travel mug. “This is hopeless. lt's 


not like we have a Tony-award-winning, historically-accurate musical like the Americans 


do. At this point, I’m better off just skipping the exam altogether.” 


“That's not true and you know it.” Nino sighed, hauling himself out of his seat to start 
another pot of coffee. “The final is worth forty percent of our grade. You'll fail the class.” 


Alya stared helplessly at the bottom of the now-empty travel mug. “Honestly, at this 
point? ltd be worth it.” 


“Oh, come on. You'll be fine,” Adrien reassured her. “You've got this in the bag.” 


“Adrien. Sunshine. | love your never-ending optimism. You know that.” The threatening 
glare in Alyas eyes told him otherwise. “But if you say anything remotely positive and 


or peppy again, | will not hesitate to strangle you myself.” 


He definitely wouldn't put it past her; he was perfectly aware of what Alya was capable 


of, and he liked his neck the way it was. There was only one thing he could do. 
He held his hands up in surrender. “Duly noted.” 


“Hate to be the bearer of bad news.” Nino frowned, looking impossibly more tired than 


when he stood up. “But I’m out of coffee.” 
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At that, Alya collapsed face-first into the table. 


“Well ... we needed a bit of a break anyways, right? Why don't you guys go grab 
something from the café down the street?” Adrien offered, doing his best to prevent a 


full-blown caffeine-withdrawal-induced meltdown. “I'll even pay for it.” 


Alya's head snapped up so fast, he was worried she got whiplash. Her eyes sparkled with 
something dangerously mischievous, and Adrien could only chalk it up to the free coffee 


he was offering. And yet, he couldn't help but feel like there was more to it than that. 
“And you'll stay here, alone, with Marinette?” she asked, a brow raised. 


He looked over to the sleeping girl, who was too far gone to notice the two of them 
talking about her. Instead, she sighed in her sleep as she nuzzled further into her arms. 
Adrien smiled at the cute (wait, what?) gesture before turning back to Alya. “Of course. 


| don’t mind keeping her company.” 


“Perfect.” Alya got up out of her chair, already more awake. “If you could wake her up 
before we get back, that'd be great. If you can't get her up on your own, try watching 


some TikToks. Those'll keep her awake.” 
Adrien nodded before handing over €50. “Will that be enough for coffee and snacks?” 
Alya only grinned, dragging her tired boyfriend towards the door. “More than enough. 


One round of cold brews coming up!” 


Adrien chuckled as the door slammed shut and Marinette continued sleeping. He took 


Alyas spot and tried to coax her awake. 


“Marinette? Marinette, wake up.” He nudged her gently, only for her to continue 


sleeping peacefully. 
“Maybe try putting some cheese in front of her. That should do the trick.” 


Adrien jumped in his seat, clutching his chest as he glared at his kwami. “What are you 


doing?” he hissed, glancing over to make sure Marinette remained asleep. “What if 


you woke her up?” 


“Isn't that the goal?” Plagg asked, looking unimpressed. “If anything, I’m trying to help you.” 


“It's no help if it exposes my identity.” Adrien picked up his school bag and held it open 
for Plagg. “Now, get in.” 


With his kwami out of sight, Adrien started to relax again, only to remember that he 


still had to wake up Marinette. He glanced at his phone. TikTok, huh? 


Opening up the app, he let himself scroll for a while before noticing her stir next to 
him. Huh. Who would've thought? He smiled to himself before turning his attention 


back to the videos in front of him. 

Before long, Marinette slowly sat up, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. 

“Good morning, Marinette,” Adrien said. 

“Good morning, Marinette,” she mumbled back as she slumped against his shoulder. 


He couldn't help but smile fondly at her. He readjusted his arm so his phone was 
between them so she could watch too. Her eyes were half-lidded and her smiles were 
tired, but Adrien could tell she was enjoying them in between yawns. He was enjoying 


himself just by watching her reactions. 


Baby, you're like lightning in a bottle 
\ can't let you go now that \ get it 
And all \ need is to be struck 

By your electric love 


Even though Marinette would have no recollection of what happened next, the 


moment would be burned into Adrien’s memory forever. 


When he turned to her to see her reaction, Marinette was already facing him with 
her lips puckered. Her eyes were closed as her lips met his, sending a bolt of lightning 
through him. As she pulled away, Adrien found himself staring dumbly at her, stuck 


in an awestruck daze as she settled back against his shoulder as if nothing happened. 


“B-buh ...” Adrien’s brain short-circuited, leaving him to process why his face was 


heating up, why his hands were suddenly clammy, and why it felt like he was going into 
cardiac arrest. 


He remained paralyzed for what could've been forever. When he didn't continue 


scrolling, Marinette pouted and 
pa sluggishly grabbed for his phone. lt 


took her a few moments, but once she 
e..oo totographs 


Art bySyrren 


had her hands on it, her sleepy smile 
returned. Adrien was perfectly fine 
with that; he was practically useless in 
the state she left him in anyways. She 
happily watched Tik Toks on his phone 


while his brain tried to reboot. 


From inside Adrien’s school bag, out 
of Marinettes sight, Plagg threw his 


holder a smug, knowing smile. 


If he wasn't already screwed for the 


exam, he sure as hell was now. 


Once he was once again functional, 
he wrapped a tentative arm around 
her, only relaxing when she hummed 


NY in approval and leaned into him. 
@ädrienagreste Y MI 


= Adrien was so immersed in his own 
4 Fisdkjfasde E f . f 
E a eoms E | l little world with Marinette and 
| =lectric Love - 


pl TikTok that he didn't notice Alya 
Aa A qu 


and Nino return a few minutes later, 
Home Discover “Inbox cold brews and treats in hand. 


“Adrien, | told you to wake her up, 
not seduce her.” 
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He jumped, noticing the two of them for the first time. Nino was still staring in complete 


shock by the door while Alya handed out drinks with a smug smirk on her face. 


“|-| did no such thing! | wouldn’t—she’s my friend!” Lucky for him, the teasing fell on 
deaf ears. Marinette was slowly sipping on her coffee, her eyes opening little by little 
the more she drank. Thankfully, she was still too tired and much too entranced by his 


phone to be paying attention. 
Nino shook his head, clapping a hand down on his shoulder. “You're helpless, dude.” 


In the end, Adrien didn't have a sip of his cold brew. He insisted that Alya needed it more 


because, really, he didn't need it at all. Marinettes kiss was just the jumpstart he needed. 
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drien was a good boy. An angel. His appearance practically screamed innocence, 

what with his neatly combed golden hair—with just the right amount of floof to 
it—his tidy outfit, and his perpetually sparkling emerald eyes. And if that didn't win you 
over, he had another, much more effective weapon in his arsenal: a smile that could 


melt hearts of stone, and kindness to match. 
He was virtually virtuous, if Adrien did say so himself. 


But to the employees of a certain establishment called Disneyland Paris, he was no 


saint. (There was a reason he'd been banned from Disneyland.) 
And to Adrien’s terror, he was currently being scrutinized by one of said employees. 


Adrien swallowed as he shuffled forward uneasily. Maybe he shouldn't have gone on the 
field trip. Maybe he shouldn't have risked it. Maybe he should've at least worn sunglasses. 


The security guard squinted at him in suspicion. “Have | seen you around, son? You 


seem rather familiar.” 


Eyes widening, Adrien raised his hands in falsified objection. “Uh, | don’t think so? I’ve 


never even been to Disneyland before,” he fibbed. “Sir.” 
The man leaned forward, eyebrows furrowing. Adrien shrank back. 


“No, | swear I’ve seen you here before,” the stocky man muttered, a frown creasing his 


forehead. “Maybe ...” 
Adrien bit the inside of his cheek. “Maybe you saw me in an ad, sir? Im—I'm Adrien Agreste.” 


The man—Claude, his name tag said, flashing into sight—cocked his head. “Maybe ...?” 
Claude shook his head, sighing. “Ah, | apologize. This old man’s probably just being 


a little too paranoid.” 


Adrien had to stop himself from nodding. 
That'd be rude. 


Exhaling, Claude handed him a ticket and a 


brochure. “Anyways, you're free to go, Adrien 


Agreste. Welcome to Disneyland.” 


Adrien couldn't help but break into a relieved grin. 
“Thank you, sir!” 


As he pranced away towards the rest of his classmates, he 


thought he heard Claude mumble something under his breath. 
It almost sounded like hed said, “| almost thought you were Chat Noir.” 


Adrien shivered and tried to banish the thought. 


The sun beat down harshly on Nino as he walked with Adrien, trailing behind Alya 
and Marinette. Nino wiped the beginnings of sweat off his brow and turned to start 
a conversation with Adrien. But as he did, he noticed Adrien’s seeming discomfort. 
And after three years of friendship, Nino was pretty sure he knew his best friend well 
enough to tell. (Also, Adrien had just been looking over his shoulder, which was kind 


ofa giveaway.) 
He tapped Adrien on the shoulder. “Hey, bro. You alright?” 


Adrien's head swivelled to meet Ninos gaze. “What are you 


talking about? I’m fine. Everything's fine!” 
Adrien's smile looked off, in Nino's opinion. 


Nino raised an eyebrow. “You sure, dude? You don't sound 


fine” 


“Im sure!” Adrien took a deep breath, his eyes still a tad frantic. 


“Pm sure, Nino.” 


Nino shrugged. “Okay, then.” If Adrien wouldn't tell him, Nino would leave him alone. 
Maybe his bro was watching out for rabid fans or something. Whatever it was, it wasn't 


really his business. 
“Okay,” Adrien breathed. “Thank you.” 


But while he was willing to turn a blind eye to it, Alya, on the other hand, had 
apparently noticed the odd exchange and now seemed intent on figuring out what 
exactly he was up to. It seemed there was no escape for Adrien now. She strode 


towards him, and Nino left to accompany Marinette. 


Adrien flinched as Alya approached and proceeded to sling an arm around his shoulder. 


“Hey, sunshine,” Alya said. “Any particular reason you're looking so jittery? Scared 


of rollercoasters?” 


Adrien laughed nervously. Oh, how he wished it were that simple. “Of course not, 
Alya.” He shrugged her arm off in a pseudo-casual manner, trying to inject some 


liveliness in his voice. “Are you?” 


She laughed, taking his flimsy objection in stride. “Psh. Of course not. | have nothing 
on Marinette, though.” 


Adrien turned to look at Marinette, who hovered some distance away with Nino. A 
cheerful smile graced her face, and he found himself entranced by the way her lips 


moved when she talked. “Marinette?” 


“Oh, yeah. Girl’s a madwoman when it comes to these things.” Alya chuckled. “You 
probably wouldn't expect it, with how clumsy she acts, but Marinette's one of the 


toughest people | know.” 


An image of Marinette glaring down at him while he scraped gum off a chair flashed 


through his mind. “I can see it.” 


Alya muttered something underneath her breath, rolling her eyes. 


“Hmm?” All Adrien had caught were the words can't see, crush, and though. 


“Oh, nothing,” Alya said, brushing it off easily. “You aren't off the hook, though. | just 
know you're hiding something, Agreste.” 


Adrien looked away, trying to avoid her prying gaze. “Uh. Sure.” 


Meanwhile, Claude had taken a break and was 


now standing in line for a sandwich. He shifted 


Chat NOW had been his weight from one foot to the other, feeling 


RA LED uneasy. 


lt had been around an hour since hed seen the 
: lana 
from Disney face of “Adrien Agreste.” And still he couldn't 
Lor a reason». shake the thought that “Adrien” looked similar, 
so similar, to the terror of Disneyland Paris: 
A very, very Chat Noir. 


A good reagon 


He shivered at the memory. 


Chat Noir had been banned from Disneyland 


for a reason. A very, very good reason. 
(Claude could still see the panicked faces of Parisians as they fled from the chaos 


Chat Noir had begun.) And as much as he desperately tried to tamp down the 
memories, he found himself reliving the fateful events once more, war-flashback style. 


lt was a peaceful day. 


Birds chirped atop tree branches and wooden benches. Families strolled through the 
amusement park, composed of energetic kids, bored teenagers, and tired adults. The sun 
shone brightly, clouds occasionally scudding across it and providing momentary relief 
from its blinding rays. 


By all accounts, it was a normal day at Disneyland. 


A random pigeon pooped on Claude's ticket counter. 


Claude sighed. He reached for a tissue and wiped it off, chucking it into a nearby disposal bin. 
Yep. A normal day at Disneyland. 


Spying another excited family approaching his booth, he sighed resignedly, preparing 
himself for the onslaught of children. 


They weren't bad, per se, but his time working for Disneyland had shown him just how 
depraved children’s minds could be. Here, at his little ticket booth, he had witnessed both 


unspeakable wonders and horrors. 
(Little did he know that one such horror would soon befall them. All of them.) 


“Hello there. Welcome to Disneyland.” The canned greeting rolled off his tongue easy as 
pie. “May | see your tick—” 


Something—or rather, someone—suddenly dropped down from above, cutting in front of 


the boisterous family. 

Claude gaped in astonishment. 

Standing before him, with slightly disheveled hair and a crooked grin, was Chat Noir. 
“Chat Noir! What are you doing here?” 

“Hello! I've got a ticket here—can | go in now?” The superhero practically vibrated with excitement. 
Claude processed his request, then said slowly, “You'll have to wait in line—” 


Chat frowned, his sunny mood clouding over before Claude could even finish his sentence. 
“Oh. That's too bad. Maybe I'll just go somewhere else, then.” 


Behind Chat, Claude's harried manager—huffing and puffing from having run all the way 
there—was shaking her head frantically. 


“—but maybe we can make an exception for one of Paris’s superheroes,” Claude finished 


hastily, risking another glance at his boss. The woman nodded, a relieved smile on her face. 


“Really?” Chat Noir asked, beaming. 


“Of course,” Claude replied, sweat beading his forehead. He glanced nervously at the 
clawed hand that clutched a ticket. That hand can wield destruction itself, his brain 


reminded him, and he felt even more on edge. “Can | see your ticket, sir?” 
“Sure! Here you go,” Chat said cheerily. 
To be honest, Chat's bubbly demeanor scared him. Claude had watched enough TV shows 


to know that the innocent, cheerful ones were usually the most dangerous. 


Quickly scanning the slip of paper, he stashed it and handed Chat Noir a wristband and 
a flyer from the stand near his booth. Behind Chat, the family who hed been attending to 


earlier still stood agape. Even the children had gone quiet, frozen in shock. 


“Welcome to Disneyland!” He tried to inject more energy into his voice. It didn’t work. 


“We hope you have a nice time.” 


Chat beamed, casting an excited glance at his wristband, then at the gates up ahead. “I will! 
Thank you!” 


And with that, Chat Noir pranced off, looking very much like a little child as he merrily went 
through the gates, ooh-ing and aah-ing at every single little thing. 


Claude slumped into his seat, relieved that the ordeal was over. His manager patted him on 
the back and told him to take a fifteen minute break. 


Those fifteen minutes were all it had taken for Disneyland Paris to descend into chaos. 


Absolute, screaming chaos—complete with an actual akuma. 
“Can | take your order, sir?” 
He jolted, summoned back to the present. “Oh, sure.” 


As he rattled off his order, he prayed that this Adrien Agreste really wasn't Chat Noir. 


He did not want a repeat. 


(Claude's prayers, sadly, went unanswered.) 


One hour later, Adrien found himself staring up near the theater entrance. 


He'd been too caught up in worry to really notice where his friends had been heading, 


but now that he was face to face with the building, a shudder ran through him. 


This was where it had all begun, after all. The incident that had gotten Chat Noir 


banned in the first place. 


His friends were already inside, and unless he wanted to look extra suspicious, he had 
no choice but to follow. Cautiously, he sat down beside Marinette. Nino and Alya were 


on Marinette’s right. 


“H-hey,” Marinette whispered as the lights went out and the audience hushed. 


“What's your va—favorite song from this one?” 


Adrien rubbed the back of his neck sheepishly. “Uh, which musical is this? | wasn't 


paying attention.” 

“Ladybug and Chat Noir: The Musical. Which song's your favorite?” 

Oh. 

His heart pounded and sweat formed on his hands. lt would be weird if he left now, right? 
Right. 

“Adrien?” 


He forced a smile. “I like Ladybug's solo. Oh, and her and Chat Noir's duet. What 


about you?” 


She giggled. “To be honest, the only song | really know is Hawkmoth's. My dad once 


got it stuck in his head for a week, and my ears suffered for it.” 
He grinned, some of his unease dissipating. “Well, there's a first time for everything.” 
In the dim light, Adrien thought he could see a blush on Marinette's cheeks. “Y-yes.” 


The spotlights powered on from the stage and the music started up. It was definitely 
too late to back out now, but that was okay. There was no way he could make the same 
mistake twice. All he had to do was remember not to get too carried away. (Last time, he’d 


accidentally upstaged the Chat Noir actor, or so the guy had felt, and got him akumatized.) 


Yes, today would be fine. After all, he was here as Adrien Agreste. Just another student 
with his friends. What was the worst that could happen? 


4 4 4 
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The actor that played Chat Noir sauntered onstage and started singing. Adrien was 
doing great. No one was paying attention to him. Nothing had gone wrong. He relaxed 
and, having memorized the entire first act of the musical, sang along cheerfully, eliciting 


a giggle from Marinette beside him. 
Laughing with her, Adrien sang, “And all l've gotta do is say, ‘Transform me!” 
All of a sudden, a flash of green light burst from him, and Marinette screamed. 


Oh no. 


Horrified, Adrien looked down—and, yep, his transformation had activated. Out of instinct, 


he leapt out of his seat, falling on all fours onto the (thankfully empty) row in front of him. 
Adrien—or, well, Chat Noir—slowly rose to his feet and turned around to face his friends. 
Ladybug’s going to kill me. 


He gulped. “I promise this isn't what it looks like ...” 


“Chat Noir?” Marinette lowered the hand shed used to shield her eyes, squinting into 
the dark. “What are you doing here?” 


“Wait, you don't—uh, | mean, | was here for a field trip,” Adrien stammered, heart 


pounding. So she hadn't seen him transform? 


Alya leaned over, eyes widening. “Chat Noir!” She tugged Nino's arm excitedly. “Hey, 
look! It’s Chat Noir!” 


As the whispers rippled through the audience, Adrien slowly backed away. “Um, | 


really have to go now... bye?” 


Heart in his throat, Adrien sprinted out of the theater. 


+ 4 + 
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The security guards were out for his blood. 


He adjusted the mouse-ear headband that had been blown askew from his escape, 
scanning his surroundings as he did. In truth, he was trembling. Being chased the first 
time had been bad enough, especially since he had somehow ended up in one of the 


artificial lakes scattered around the park. Being chased a second time was nerve racking. 
When he turned around to check behind him, he nearly yelped and gave away his position. 
Mere feet away from him stood Marinette, feeding a cookie to her bag. 


His eyes widened. 


No, scratch that. Feeding a cookie to her His 
mouth \ 


kwami. 
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Fancy s-seeing you here. 


His mouth moved before his mind could 


comprehend it. “Ladybug?” 


The word was suffused with wonder, with disbelief. 


Marinette hung her head. “Would you believe me if | told you this was a toy that 


somehow got possessed by a cookie demon?” 

Adrien couldn't help the snort that escaped him. “Nah. But five points for originality.” 
Marinette looked back at him, a rueful smile on her lips. “Oh, well. | tried.” 

Adrien smiled back, and for a moment they shared a sort of sheepish happiness. 
And then a whistle pierced the air, and he nearly jumped out of his skin. 

“Crap,” he hissed. “| gotta go.” 

She peeked out of the alleyway. Seeing the guards, she raised an eyebrow. “Kitty?” 


He rubbed the back of his neck. “|... may or may not have been banned from 


Disneyland the last time | was here.” 

She shot him a deadpan stare. “You're kidding.” 

Adrien shrugged. “| didn't think they'd ban me, but hey— guess there's a first for everything.” 
Marinette smacked her forehead. “Good grief, Chat. What did you even do last time?” 


The sounds of the security officers grew louder. He readied his baton. “I can explain 


later, m'lady, but | really need to go.” 
Marinette sighed. “No. Stay here. I'll fix this.” 


Adrien cocked his head, confused, but obeyed her. He watched as Marinette 
transformed into Ladybug and felt a thrill run in his veins at the reminder that he'd 


really found his lady and that his lady was Marinette. 
She stalked out of the alleyway. Adrien tried not to swoon at her confident stride. 


“Is there a problem here?” Marinette asked in a tone that could make the fiercest 


akuma cower. 


The security officers skidded to a stop. Adrien could practically see their jaws dropping open. 


That's my lady! 

He crept closer, wanting to eavesdrop. Hed be lying if he didn't say he felt vindicated. 
“—bug, your partner—” 

Marinette let out a long-suffering sigh. “Oh, | know all about it.” 


“We really are sorry, Ladybug,’ someone interjected. “It’s just that we can't risk it 
happening again.” 
Adrien cringed. 


“Oh?” Marinette seemed amused. “Well, l'Il ask him later. But please, leave this to me. 


You may go back to your posts now.” 


There were meek murmurs of assent from the normally tough security guards, and 


from the rustling he could hear, they were already leaving. Adrien had to stifle a laugh. 


As they left, Marinette walked back towards the alleyway. Adrien unconsciously 


straightened as she came into view. 


“That was awesome!” he gushed, trailing her like a happy puppy. 


“You just—just stood there and spoke to them and then they just 


went away!” He laughed gleefully. “You're amazing, princess!” 


Marinette pele an turned toward him, booping him on 


She pranced away, going to sit down at the end of the 
alley. She patted a suited hand on the space next to 
her. “Sit down.” 


He did so eagerly. “So, now that the cat's out—” 


“Chat Noir.” There was a twinkle in her 
eye. ‘How'd you get yourself banned from 


Disneyland?” 


Adrien shrank back, sweat beading on his forehead. “Do we have to talk about it now?” 


he asked, laughing nervously. “Wouldn't you rather know your partner's identity first?” 


Marinette rolled her eyes. There was a grin on her face, though. “Oh, fine. l'Il bite. 
Whats the true identity of my knight in shining leather?” 


Adrien beamed. “Detransform me.” 

When the green light faded, Marinette let out a sudden scream, the sound splitting the still air. 
“Adrien?” 

He laughed. “Surprise?” 


Before he could say another word, Marinette had tackled him, pulling him into what 


was probably the best hug in his entire lifetime. 

“It's always been you,” she murmured. “I can't believe it. It's been you this whole time.” 
“Better believe it,” he said, a smile on his face. “Because I’m not leaving any time soon.” 
She breathed out a laugh. “I hope not.” 


They stayed like that for what felt like an eternity, basking in each other's presence. In 
that moment, in his lady's embrace, Adrien felt near euphoric, his senses filled with 


Marinettes scent of vanilla and the sheer giddiness of it all. 


“Hey, this doesn't mean you're getting out of explaining yourself” came Marinette's 


teasing voice, her head still buried in his arms. 
Adrien laughed. “I wouldn't expect any less from you, my lady.” 


So he told the tale of his short-lived music career, a musical performer who felt 
upstaged, and an akuma whose damage he had frantically covered up with the help of 
Plagg and the other kwamis. Marinette berated him as she listened to the entire story, 


but she pulled him in for a kiss afterwards and called him her silly kitty. And he thought 


that more than made up for it. 


Claude hadn't seen hide nor hair of Chat Noir or Ladybug, stationed as he was at the 


ticket counter. He couldn't help feeling jittery, though, hearing the tales the guard near 
him had brought back. 


“—popped out of nowhere, with that scary voice of hers!” 


He sighed. Hed heard it a thousand times by now, but the guard assigned near him 


couldn't seem to stop. 
“She asked us if there was a problem, and—Ladybug?” 
Claude whipped around. Ladybug? 


A few feet from his station stood the guard and Claude's coworkers, mouths all agape. 


He followed their stares and his eyes widened. 


“Hey, officers!” A cheery Ladybug waved from the top of the grand entrance. “Chat 


Noir and | will be leaving now. Sorry to inconvenience you!” 
Chat Noir, crouched next to her, gave a sheepish wave. “Sorry.” 


“Thanks for having us, Disneyland Paris,” Ladybug continued merrily. She readied her 
yo-yo, and beside her, Chat Noir extended his baton, stealing a lovestruck look at her 
as he did. “Bug out!” 


Claude sank into his seat a few seconds after they left, massaging his forehead. 


He was paid far too little for this. «e 
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a vice, juicy tuna 


for you, as promised 


Can | have my YO-YO 


and your akuma 


now, please? 


hite. It’s all Kagami can see, though not in the endless mist kind of way. More like 


being trapped inside of a plastic container. No contents, no door. Just white. 
Pop! 


A boy wearing a red shirt appears like a burst of fireworks: sudden, colourful, and loud. 
“Kagami!” he exclaims, and gives her a cheerful salute from where he's fallen splat on 


his butt. “See you got caught by the akuma dude, too.” 


Her eye twitches. This boy with rooster hair knows her name. She cannot remember 
his. This is bad. Sure, she could ask him, but that would be admitting failure. That 
would show that she does not care for Adrien's friends, and then what would Adrien 


think of her? What would any of them think of her? 


No, there is only one thing for it. She must never let Rooster Hair know that she does 


not remember his name. 


“Yes,” she says, smiling with a wideness that she hopes matches his. lt feels a bit stiff, 
a bit like it's been carved into her face, but she has not mastered the art of smiling, 
no matter how much she practices. (This frustrates her. If only smiles were like her 
weakling, fencing opponents. She would beat those smiles into submission and have 
the best smile of all.) 


He grins wider, as if it’s a competition, and then he leaps to his feet. “Hey, do you have 


any snacks?” 
She blinks. “No.” 
“Too bad.” 


He starts picking at his teeth with his finger. Her nose wrinkles in disgust. Something 
tells her that it might have been better to be trapped in here by herself. 


Three minutes. lt has been precisely three 
minutes and six seconds and Kagami 


already wants to murder Rooster Hair. 


“You alright there, Kags?” he asks. 


Her glare is sharper 
than her sword, 


N . 
She glares at him like he is an ant who ot that he notices, 
has been foolish enough to come near He S too bus 


her orange sorbet, her finger already playing air drums, 


Her lips purse. “Do not call me that.” 


“Mimi then?” 


positioned to squish. “No nicknames.” 


He shrugs and goes back to singing. 

She resists the urge to throw her useless, 

got-no-signal phone at his head. He does not sing badly, but he is singing 

Rick Astley's “Never Gonna Give You Up,” which she cannot forgive. (Kagami has been 
rickrolled enough times for the song to hold a special place of loathing in her heart, 
along with people who chew too loudly, scratchy jumpers, and garden gnomes.) Plus, 
she doesn't understand his desire to sing when there is no need. It’s not as if there is a 


singing competition going on. 


“Here comes the best part,” he says, bopping his head and moving about in some kind 


of shuffling, wiggle dance. “Take it away, Kags!” 

Her glare is sharper than her sword. Not that he notices. He's too busy playing air drums. 
“Come on, Kagami, | can’t do this without you.” 

Silence. 


He pauses in his air drums. “Okay, l'Il start you off.” He puts on a falsetto, clearly trying 


to pretend to be her. “Ooohhh, give you up.” He pauses again, staring at her like a 


puppy hoping she'll play fetch with him. 


Her expression is flatter than the 
four white walls. 


He grins and dances closer, amping 


up his wiggle. “Ooooh, give you up.” 
Nope. Not a chance. 


“Never gonna give, never gonna 
give.” He pulls finger guns, 
indicating that it’s her turn. 


Her expression transcends flat. 
It’s flatter than the flattest of 
flats, worthy of being chiselled in 


stone and immortalised forever 
L asa Mona Lisa sequel: “The 
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You Are Not Worthy.” Not one 
IE AE to be perturbed, Rooster Hair 
counters with his biggest grin yet, shuffle-wiggling right up to her so they're almost 


nose to nose. He forms his hand into a microphone and holds it to her. 


“Come on,” he says. “You know you wanna join in.” 
She pushes his hand microphone aside with the tip of her finger. “No.” 


He laughs and dances away, whipping out the air drums as he belts out the chorus. A 
sigh escapes her lips. Where are Ladybug and Chat Noir? 


“How about an arm-wrestle match?” he says, planting himself in front of her, hand 


poised and ready to go. 
“No.” 


“Push-up competition?” 

She wrinkles her nose. 

“Squats match?” 

“I have a better one,” she says, a smile curving her lips. 

“Ooh, what?” He zips into a cross-legged position, leaning forward with starbright eyes. 
“It's called ‘who can stay silent the longest.” 


“You're on!” He points his finger at her dramatically. “I’m gonna be the champion! Just 


you watch!” 
“Then let the match begin.” 


He mimes zipping his mouth shut and sits with perfect posture, arms folded and his expression 


intense. No one is more ready to win this game. Perfect. That's exactly what she wants. 


art by celery days 


She leans against the wall and closes her eyes. Now to enjoy the sweet, sweet— 


“Hey!” he says. “You're just messing with me, aren't you?” 
y y J g y 


Darn. 
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It has been precisely sixteen minutes and forty-three seconds. Rooster Hair is flopped 
on the floor near her feet like an exhausted toddler, except she knows this is just a ruse. 


He is never exhausted. He is an endless bundle of chatter and movement. 
“Let's play ‘I Spy,” he says. 


Her body tenses. She does not know how to play this game. Her “How to Make 
Friends” manual came with a guide on questions to ask, giving compliments, and 
when to smile. It did not teach her what games she should play when trapped inside 
a magical cube. She is too embarrassed to admit this, though. Maybe she would to 


Adrien or Marinette, but to Rooster Hair? The thought is insupportable. 
“Td rather not,” she says. 


“C'mon, it'll be fun. I'll start.” He rolls onto his stomach, smiling up at her. “I spy, with 


my little eye, something beginning with ] 


She stares. She digs her fingers into her jacket. She wonders if he looks into her eyes 
and sees the big blank of nothing that has taken control of her mind. What was it that 
Marinette called it? Ah, yes. Head empty. She is very head empty right now. 


(She hopes she used that correctly.) 
Rooster Hair places his hands together in prayerful supplication. “Just one guess. Please?” 


Guess? What is she supposed to guess? The thing beginning with J? That does seem 
likely, but then what if there is a special format? What if she says the wrong words? 


If only her phone was working. Then she could google search and find the rules, 


eliminating all chances of making a fool of herself. 


The glow of cheerfulness in his eyes clouds over. “Or not. | guess you don't want to do 


anything with me.” 


Néver goma 


give YOU Ue. 


Never gonna 
let You AUR; 


lol u just got visuallyfickrolled 


Her stomach wriggles and knots like 
confused snakes not sure where to 

go. The entire energy of the cube has 
dulled, and she knows it is her fault. Too 
awkward to sing with him, too proud to 
accept his inconsequential challenges, 
too bad at friendship to remember his 


name or play any games. 


No, she is not a winner today. All she has 
done is upset a boy who tried his best 

to make the torture cube fun for both 

of them. That leaves a nasty taste in her 


mouth, like the natto her mother insists 


she eats for breakfast because it's healthy but which Kagami would happily throw out of 


the dining room window if she could get away with it. 


Kagami glances down at her hands. Glances at him. Glances at her hands. Glances at 
him. He still looks like a lightbulb that has lost its glow. The natto taste sours stronger 


on her tongue. 


She clears her throat. Rooster Hair tilts his head, meeting her gaze. Her heart pounds 


and her palms are sweaty as she forms a fist with one hand, tapping it twice as if doing 


a microphone check. His eyes widen. 


“Never gonna give you up,” she sings into the hand microphone, her voice small and 


stilted. “Never gonna let you down. Never gonna run around and—” 


“Desert you,” he joins in, beaming from ear to ear. “Oh yeah! Let's do this, Kags!” 


He jumps to his feet and gets his air drums out. It’s ridiculous and she cringes at the 


nickname. (Kags will never be allowed to leave the magic cube. Never.) Still, as they 
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sing the song she loathes and he acts out every instrument with dramatic flair, the 
corners of her lips twitch higher and higher until laughter is bubbling free of her lips. 
Its loud and carefree, the kind of laugh Mother would call unfit for the ears. But it feels 


good. Really good. 
Maybe indulging in the ridiculous isn't so bad sometimes. 


They finish the song and smile at each other. (Her smile doesn't feel so mannequin-like 


now.) Then something glints in his eye and he steps closer. 

“What?” she says, her shoulders stiffening. 

“With this most brotacular bop of a duet, you have reached the next level.” 
“Next level?” 

“Uh-huh.” Another step. “And you know what that means?” 

She leans away from him, scrunching her nose. “What?” 


“You have unlocked special bro shake rights.” 


She blinks. Blinks again. “Bro ... shake rights? You mean a friendship greeting?” 


He laughs and slings an arm around 
her shoulders. “Yeah, and | can't 


come up with it myself.” 


Warmth stirs in her chest. ls it 
possible she has made another 
friend? Can it really be so simple as 
singing a stupid song with him to 
make him feel better? 

“Well?” he says, wiggling his eyebrows 
and holding his hand out to her. 


Her brow furrows. “Very well, but 


you must allow me to study bro } 
shakes first. | will not allow ours to E) 

be weak because my knowledge is art by celery days i, 
inadequate.” ) 


Now it is his turn to blink. Then he z; 
grins, wide and toothy. “Sounds good.” 


She smiles in genuine relief. “Thank you, Rooster Hair.” 
“Huh?” 
Her eye twitches. Oh no. She did not just say that. How could her mouth betray her like this? 


Suddenly, his eyes light up and he pulls her closer into a one-armed hug. “Aw, you gave 


me a nickname. Gotta admit that's not what | was expecting, but | dig it. Thanks, friendo.” 


“Yes,” she says faintly. “I thought | would give you a nickname, because that’s what 


friends do. And we are friends now.” 
He grins. She is grateful that she is not cursed with Pinocchio’s nose. 


It is an embarrassingly long time before she learns that his name is Kim. o 


So are there other 
miraculous boxes for 
every continent, like 

say Antarctic? 


No reason... 


At last, | have the 
penguin miraculous. 
Now my dreams can 
come true. 


| should 
have said 
no... 


drien was in love with Marinette. There was no getting around that any more. But, 


unfortunately, it didn't seem that she felt the same way. 


Ever since he had come to terms with his feelings, hed been trying to flirt with her. 

A few cheesy lines here. Some lingering touches and eye contact there. Compliments 
scattered throughout the day. Although, as he had realized now, it was harder to 
compliment her more than he already had been. How had it taken him so long to figure 


out his feelings? 


The worst part of it was that she even flirted back! Which may sound great, but his 
experiences with Ladybug had taught him that flirting back could also mean friendly 


banter. It was a frustratingly similar experience, which he chose not to dwell on too hard. 


And just like with Ladybug, he was at least appreciating the friendship that he could share 
with Marinette. Now that she had begun to open up to him, he was learning all sorts of 


things about her. Her favorite foods, what exactly tickled her most, her little mannerisms. 
One day he learned the most important little fact about Marinette of them all. 
“What is it with you and crushin’ on celebs, girl?” 


Adrien recognized Alyas voice at once and his eyes widened when he realized who she 


was likely talking to on the other side of the locker. 
Sure enough, Marinette let out an irritated groan. There was a sound of a locker opening. 
“What makes you think | have a crush on him? Just because | drew him in my notebook—” 


“Oh sure, if you were just drawing him, that'd be one thing. But the hearts and kissy 


faces tell a whole different story.” 


Adrien stood stock-still, listening as intently as he could. It felt as if his heart had 


stopped beating. Had he failed to win the hearts of both his crushes? Would he ever 


get a lucky break just for once? 


“They weren t—thats—no! Those were ...” Marinette sputtered and eventually 


mumbled something that sounded a lot like “spades.” 
“Spades.” 
“Shut up.” 


“Pm just saying, girl, if you want | 

could probably mention your name 
the next time | see him. Sure it'd be 
harder to pull off than with blondie, 


but lm down.” 


“Drop it, Alya,” Marinette said 
half-heartedly. The locker door was 
shut and they walked toward the 
entrance. For a moment, he was 
scared they would turn around and 
see him eavesdropping. “l'm sure 
Chat Noir doesn’t want to have my 


number pushed into his hand.” 


Adrien's eyes widened as he 
suddenly jolted to life. 
Chat Noir? 


“Maybe. We'll only find out if 


we give it a shot.” Their voices 


got more distant as they walked away. “At least we know you've 


got a type now.” 


“Alya!” 


In his heart of hearts, Adrien hoped that type included boys with green eyes and blond 
hair. Would it be too much to ask that she fall for him a second time? Not just as Chat 
Noir but as Adrien? 


lt was there, standing alone in the locker room, heart pounding in his throat and feeling 
light headed, that Adrien was suddenly struck by a plan. And while he was no Ladybug, 


he was pretty confident about this one. 


After all, he didn't need to make her fall for him twice. She just needed to find out who 
Chat Noir was. 


His first opportunity took way too long to arrive. The need to confess his secret identity 
to her had been weighed against his duty not only to Paris but to Ladybug. He was as 
certain of Marinette’s trustworthiness as he could be, but he needed to be sure that 


she and only she heard him. 


Besides, it made confessing his feelings a little easier too, which was honestly weighing 
just as heavily on his mind. Sure, safety of Paris and fighting Hawkmoth and all that, but 
there was also his poor battered heart to take into consideration. Ladybug had been 
gentle with her rejections, but they still stung as much as being tossed into a wall by a 


dozen akumas. 


It took over a month for a golden opportunity. The four of them had been studying in 
Marinettes room when Alya had left to go babysit her sisters, taking Nino along with 
her. Adrien watched them slowly pack up and amble over to the trap door, silently 
screaming every time they stopped for another little chat. But eventually, they did 
leave. Nino's cap disappeared below the floor and the trapdoor shut behind them. It 
was late enough that Sabine and Tom had gone to bed already, but not so late that 


Adrien would have to leave yet, at least not for a couple hours. 


Swallowing against the suddenly dryness in his throat, Adrien looked at Marinette. 


All thoughts of the physics homework in front of them banished the moment he saw 


her tongue poking out the side of her mouth, her brow furrowed in concentration. 


How could one person be so cute? 


Her bright blue eyes flickered up at 
him. “Something wrong, Adrien?” 


There wasn't going to be a better 


time. lt was now or never. 
“Marinette ... m Chat Noir.” 


The sound of her pencil scratching 
along the paper stopped as she 
stared at her homework. There 
was a long moment of silence 
wherein Adrien silently panicked. 


After a few seconds that 


stretched into infinity, which 


Adrien spent praying that she 
would say something, anything, 


art by anna-scribbles 


she finally spoke. 
“Yeah, okay.” 


She said it with a snort and a chuckle. It was like when he was experimenting with different 


jokes for her and he found one that didn't quite land but didn't completely fall flat. 
She returned back to her homework, and the sound of the pencil resumed. 
“Okay? That's all you've got to say?” 

“Um ... | suppose | can add a ‘haha’ in there too? If it makes you feel better?” 
“You're not supposed to laugh!” 


“Then it’s not a very good joke.” 


“It isn't a joke,” Adrien said, crossing his arms haughtily. This was not going how he had 
planned in the slightest. 


Marinette raised an eyebrow as she sat up. “There is no way you are Chat Noir.” 
“Why not? I’m cool!” 

“Exactly, and Chat Noir is a massive dweeb.” 

Adrien gasped, scandalized. “Take that back!” 


“I will not. Besides,” she continued, raising her hand, “there are plenty of things Chat 
Noir is that you aren't and vice versa.” She raised a finger for each point. “Chat Noir 
is loud, outgoing, with a sharp tongue, and hes a flirt to boot. Plus the whole massive 


dweeb thing.” 


“And what about me?” Adrien pouted, almost dreading the answer. “Adrien Agreste 


me, | should say.” 


“You're quieter, to start with.” There was a faint blush on her cheeks. Maybe it was easier 
for her to describe someone who she thought wasn't present. “You're considerate and 


kind and a perfect gentleman.” She smirked and chuckled. “At least, you usually are.” 


Adrien put his hands together and brought them next to his lips as he took a deep 
breath. He was suddenly reminded of all the times he'd made reservations or tried to set 
up an account on some website under his own name, only to have it deleted because it 
“couldn't possibly be actually Adrien Agreste.” By this point in his initial planning stages 
of confessing to Marinette, they were already organizing their first date between 


passionate spells of making out, not trying to determine if he really was himself. 
But Adrien was nothing if not adaptable. 


With a wide, toothy grin worthy of his alter ego, he leaned forward, putting himself 
dangerously close to her face. The faint blush shed been sporting flared to life and 


spread across her entire face. Her eyes went large as he purred out a reply. 


“What an unfortunate alley cat | am, baring my soul to a beautiful princess and she 


doesn't even believe me. Whatever shall | do?” 


“W-wow, you've ... you've really practiced this, h-haven't you?” She put on a brave face 


and scooted backwards. 


“You could say that. You could | 
also say I've got a lot of experience 
with the whole Chat Noir flare.” 
The smile became more genuine 
as he added teasingly, “And it 
looks like you think Chat Noir 
might be more than just a mas- 


sive dweeb, hmm?” 


“Y-yeah?” She got back some 
of her composure—not much, 
but enough to start bantering 
back at him. “And what else is 
he then?” 


“A cool cat, maybe,” he said, 
tossing his hair and running 
a hand through it. “Or, even 


better, a fine feline.” He 


grinned and finger gunned at her. 


Marinette snorted. “You've definitely nailed down some of that Chat Noir full-of-yourself 


stuff. Congrats on getting your research done at least.” 
“Not research. Just living the life, Pigtails.” He waggled his eyebrows. 


“Very creative nickname.” She smirked and crossed her arms. “Then again, it's better 


than princess or my lady, so I'll take it.” 
“Hey now, Ladybug likes me calling her that, even if she tries to hide it.” 


Marinette rolled her eyes. “Somehow | doubt that. But seriously, whose idea was this? 


It feels like Alya had a hand in this. | just know it.” 
“Why would Alya get me to try to tell you I’m Chat Noir?” 


“She never gives up on her ships is all.” Marinette’s eyes went wide and she threw her 


hands over her mouth. “Forget | said that!” 

“But IA” 

Her hands went straight for his mouth. “Forget!” 

He held his hands up in surrender and she backed off. 

“Come on, though. What's so hard to believe about me being Chat Noir?” 

“| just can't see you and Chat Noir being the same person. You're both so different!” 


“Okay, first off—yeah, | can be quiet sometimes,” Adrien admitted. “But you've seen how 


| am with my friends, when I'm comfortable. | can be just as outgoing as | am in the mask!” 


Marinette massaged her temples. “So what, you're saying you have to be with close 


friends to be as confident as you are making terrible puns in front of all of Paris?” 


“Well, the mask helps a little,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck. “After all, then | 
don't have to think about how what | say will impact the company or get yelled at by 
my father. | get to just ... be wild.” He gave her a timid smile. “I suppose sometimes | go 
a little overboard, huh?” 


Her blush deepened. “Y-yeah. | guess you do sometimes.” She cleared her throat and 
schooled her expression back into a skeptical one. “Assuming you are Chat Noir, 


” 
of course. 


“Of course.” Quietly, he added, “You know, Adrien me isn't the only one who is ... 


kind. I’ve done it plenty of times in the mask.” 
“| mean, yeah, you do the heroics and everything, but | was talking about something—” 


“Gentler?” he said with his best Chat Noir grin, which made her eyes widen like 
saucers. His voice was still barely above a whisper. “Like when | comfort akuma victims 


or sponsor animal shelters?” 


“yes, like that,” she admitted in the same soft tone. A little stronger, she poked his 


chest and gave a small smirk. “But don’t you think Ladybug will be mad that you 


revealed your identity? You promised not to do that, you know. Assuming you really 
are Chat Noir.” 


“Maybe | should have asked 
N A her about it first,” he admitted, 
rien S even as something tickled at 
aw the the back of his mind. How did 


she know about the promises 


exact Moment between them? “But I’m sure 
that a he realized she'd understand if she knew. 


The value of love is something 


that he had we both agree on.” 


“| mean, | guess, but—wait, what?” 


Figured her Our. “And | suppose you've noticed 


how, no matter what side of the 


mask |’m on, | love to flirt with 

the person | love?” She gasped, 
but he just shook his head and laughed. “Finally get there? | mean, I’ve been flirting 
with you nonstop for like a month.” He smiled. “Maybe you and Ladybug should hang 
out. The everyday Ladybug and the real-life Ladybug. Both of you can be really dense 
when it ... comes to... realizing ... oh my god.” 
Adrien saw the exact moment that she realized that he had figured her out. One 
moment she was watching him attentively. The next, her eyes had widened in panic, 
her pupils shrinking down to tiny pinpoints. He knew that if he did nothing, shed start 
flailing her arms around and denying it. 
The distance between them turned to nothing as he leapt toward her, laughing. She 
grumbled as he pulled her close, squeezing her tight against his chest, but she didn't 
try to break free. 


“Don't be so proud of yourself. You only got lucky,” she said as she returned the hug. 


“Luck or not, | finally found you ... my lady.” 


He looked down at her face at the same moment that she looked up into his. A moment 


laden with meaning passed between them before they both broke down laughing again. 


At long last, they had finally found each other. «e 
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n Marinette's hectic, jumbled, super-powered life, she had only two major constants: 
Adrien's nicknames being some of the best things ever, and her lies being some of the 
worst. These two truths had been greatly responsible for keeping her head firmly on her 
shoulders throughout the years. Facing down a seemingly unbreakable akuma? Hearing 

“bugaboo” would always keep her spirits up long enough to prevail. An hour late for a 
meetup with friends after oversleeping (again) and then promptly heading to the wrong 
café at the other side of town (... again)? Upfront honesty was the only way to go if she 
didn't want to dig herself into a deeper hole, and it usually resulted in a good laugh over 


the situation anyway. Simple enough rules by which to live, yet effective nonetheless. 


There was, however, one single itsy-bitsy, teensy-weensy, minor exception to these rules 


... a major one, actually. Marinette had absolutely no idea what the Gorillas name was. 


She knew he carried butterscotch candies in his car's glove compartment at all times. 
She knew that his fear and discomfort when it came to air travel was what initially 
inspired his career as a driver. She knew he would all but sell his soul to unwind in a hot 
tub with a smoothie after a long day. She even knew of the intricate, soap drama-esque 
subplot he'd crafted up in his head while playing with his superhero action figures. (And 
she was dying to know what would happen next—the 65th-edition vintage Knightowl’s 


arc was particularly riveting, if a bit convoluted.) 


The ins and outs of the Gorilla’s life were second nature to Marinette, to the point that 
she could even write a full-fledged biography on the man had she needed to, but what 


was his name? 


For as long as she could recall, shed known the man solely by nicknames and nothing 
more. Way back in his chauffeuring days, it had been enough to simply refer to him as 


“Adrien’s bodyguard” on the rare occasions where she interacted with him. Not once 


throughout their encounters had 
Marinette questioned it. “Gorilla” 
suited him fine, after all, and he 
was hardly opposed, knowing it 


was used endearingly. 


So it went that the truth merely ... 
evaded her. She had too much 
on her plate to make the matter a 
priority. And it wasn't like shed 
purposefully meant to go so 
long without learning it. But 


time passed, Hawkmoth was 


I think | know more about vintage defeated, Adrien was adopted, 
Knightow! figures than you do, genius. she got married—and suddenly 
9 she realized it was infinitely 
, ‘ * more awkward to confess that 
*flios haie sideburns 
flip ee Healuce she'd never learned the Gorilla's 
art by anatur 


name when he was now her 


father-in-law of all things. 


To her credit, shed been ultimately successful maintaining her ruse. Mostly. Kinda-sorta. If 
you squint, at least. However, her means were never pretty. It was downright humiliating at 
times. She'd once resorted to calling the Gorilla “Good Ol’ Inspector Salamander” at his 
birthday dinner to save face, and the confused glances shed earned from the partygoers still 
kept her up at night. But her “system” was sound. She wasn't positive if it was her years of 
salvaging embarrassing social situations or her practice keeping Ladybug's secret identity 
under wraps that was more to thank for that particular streak of luck. She desperately 
hoped for her pride's sake it was the latter. Realistically, though, she knew it was more likely 
to be the former. Either way, Marinette was not going to look a gift horse in the mouth 


and had every intention of taking the truth to her grave. 


Naturally, Adrien had other plans. 


It began on what should have been the best day of Marinette' life. Her wedding day 
included, if she were being honest. (She'd be surprised if Adrien disagreed.) lt was the 
day Marinette finally got a hamster. After an eternity of gushing and dreaming about 
caring for one together, Adrien surprised her with one as a gift. It was a sweet gesture, 
and he'd successfully managed to pick the cutest hamster imaginable. Stubby legs, fur 
softer than a cloud, a twitchy little nose. It was love at first sight. A full three hours of 
cooing and obnoxious, sickeningly-sweet baby talk later, she finally remembered to ask 


what their new pets name would be. 


“There was this whole thing with the 
hamster ball and the cat toys on sale 
and—” Adrien gestured wildly with 
his hands, arms swinging to and fro 
in what she could only assume was 
an attempt at an explanation. 

Really though, it resembled some 
sloppy reincarnation of the Chick- 
en Dance more than anything 

else. One look at her scrunched 
nose clued him in that she was 


not following whatsoever. 


“Maybe you had to be there, 
actually,” he said. “Well, long 


story short, he was being rec a = 
so stoic in the store that | tng? Cbooaie- y 

A woo le- . 
thought it'd be funny to z ae oe H ecole) 
name him after my dad.” A c ealy ce 
IE m Ep ~ 


What? What? Marinette’s blood 


ran ice cold. Part of her almost wanted to laugh. 


(Internal crisis aside, he was right: that sounded hilarious. She'd have to remember to 


ask for the full story after her world stopped imploding.) Yet most of her wanted to crawl 


into the nearest hole and allow the earth itself to reclaim her. Anything to put her out of 
her misery would be welcome. Maybe if she wished hard enough, the hamster would 


mutate into some giant, horrible monster and end her suffering right then and now. 


The hamster, however—whatever its name was—simply squeaked innocently up at her. 
Regardless of its disappointingly not-horrific form, the sound seemed almost mocking 
to her ears as it blissfully explored its new home, oblivious to her plight. She stared 

unseeingly at its curious movements, wishing it could at least outright tell her its name 


if it wasn't going to extend her the courtesy of mutating on her behalf. 


“You ... named it after your dad,” she said, fingers crossed that shed simply misheard 


him. “He and your dad ... have the same name?” 


Surely she was mistaken and hed really said its name was “Toadstool” or “Bradley” or 


literally any other conceivable name. 


“Yeah!” He beamed, his smile so bright that the hamster was seeking shade. Marinette 


winced. 


Noticing her less-than-thrilled reaction, he backtracked awkwardly. “Unless that’s too 
weird? Or you'd prefer something else?” He rubbed the back of his neck. After his 
initial enthusiasm, his clear disappointment was suffocating. She couldn't meet his 
eyes. "What was | thinking? Yeah, of course that's not a good idea. We can change it. 


It’s fine.” 


“No!” Marinette practically leaped at him, taking hold of his shoulders in a vicelike grip. 
Then, realizing how frantic she must look, she quickly brushed out the wrinkles she'd 
formed on his shirt. “No, it's perfect. That's great. | love that.” Why would she say that?! 


It was not, in fact, perfect! 
“You sure?” 
j? g 

lm sure. 


With a pained grimace, her fate was sealed. Oh boy. Crisis very much not averted. 


It was all she could do to stop herself from screaming on the spot. After decades of 


wanting a hamster, here she was living her dream yet unable to properly savor the 


moment. Even worse, she had no one to blame but herself. 


Why couldn't Adrien have picked some other name? Like maybe an awful pun, or 
something horrendously boring that would feel better suited for an accountant. 
Anything else! She could’ve learned to love it eventually. Instead, she was stuck 
floundering in her own self-inflicted uncertainty all because shed been too sheepish 


to speak up before now. 


Worse still, Adrien was now staring expectantly at her. Did he know something was 
fishy, or did she just have spinach stuck in her teeth from lunch? Wait, did she even 
have spinach for lunch? Did the hamster have spinach in its teeth? No, no. Now she 
was being ridiculous. (And perhaps a smidgeon self-conscious. She'd be checking her 


teeth obsessively the next time she passed a mirror, for sure.) Still, his intent gaze had 


her paranoia ramped up to an eleven—scratch that, eleven and a half—when paired 


with the way he cocked his head at her in curiosity. 
“Is everything okay?” he asked. 


“Absolutely!” she lied, like a lying little liar 


who tells lies. After all, she'd kept up the 
e , í ; 
charade this long—why quit now at the first A soli | te| | 


sign of trouble like a reasonable person 


would do? Giving up was for quitters with S he lied, like a 


common sense! Marinette would just have 


to pretend everything was peachy as ever. yin little li 
She could do this. She could! It'd probably N ar who 


be a piece of cake. And if she failed, what tells lies 
did she really have to lose? A lot, honestly. á 


Too much. 


Best-case scenario? She wakes up, realizes 
this whole mess was all a dream, and she and Adrien swing off into the sunset together 


on her yo-yo. 
Wait, that was far too optimistic. Ideal, yes, but too unlikely for her to even fantasize about. 
Realistic best-case scenario? She manages to learn the Gorilla's name at last from 


overhearing Adrien say it after many awkward days, months, or even years of avoiding 


her own pet and in-law. 


She shuddered at the mere thought of how shed need to bend over backward to make 
that option work. Perhaps if she memorized the whole “Whats in a name?” Shakespeare 
soliloquy, she could get away with calling the hamster and Gorilla whatever she wanted 


in the meantime. Yeah, that'd work. 


And worst-case scenario? The Gorilla finds out she still has no clue what his name is, 


becomes rightfully offended, takes the hamster, and then they run away into the sunset. 


Sans yo-yo, no less. Surely then he and the hamster would never want to see her again, 
and Adrien would be left devastatingly lonely and heartbroken without them in his life 


and, and— 
“Marinette ...” 
“Yes?” 


“Did you mean to say all that out loud?” e 


You disqust mel! And you reall 
do have Seinach in your teeth and 
that's exactly what you deserve >:( 
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n retrospect, this had all probably been a very bad idea. 


But in fairness to Max Kanté, he would never have expected that the simple task of 
snooping on his friend's dad would have led to being trapped in a hidden attic with a 
very, very bad moth problem. 


He didn't say as much aloud, but his friend Kim seemed to agree ... at least, about the 


moth part. 


“Dude,” Kim said. “Aren't these guys supposed to be, like, crazy rich? Do you think 


they ve ever heard of an exterminator?” 


Max rolled his eyes. “I really don't think that pest control should be top of mind right 


now, he scolded. “The bigger question is, how in the world do we get out of here?” 


Kim's brow furrowed in contemplation, but Max knew better than to assume he was 
actually on his way to coming up with a solution. True to form, Kim's next words did 
not disappoint. “Come to think of it, | am getting a little hungry. The sooner we get 

back, the better. | saw a mini fridge in Adrien's room—pretty sure there's nothing but 


cheese in there, but food is food.” 
“Kim, can you please focus for a moment? We don't even know how we ended up here.” 
“Good point,” Kim conceded. 


Max slipped his fingers beneath the lenses of his glasses and rubbed his eyes in 
exasperation. How had they gotten up here, anyway? lt was just supposed to be a quick 
zip into Mr. Agrestes office. It wouldn't have taken Markov more than two minutes to 
download the contents of Mr. Agreste's hard drive and schedule, plus another twenty 


seconds for the malware addition to help them keep track any further movements, and— 


Well, Max supposed that listing 
everything that hed planned on 


M ax wa = doing verged on the criminal, but 


it was the least he could do for 


Never one to Adrien after he'd given up his spot 


in the Ultimate Mecha Strike Il 


tournament. Adrien deserved 


==. back down y 
more opportunities to escape the 
( o 0 ) From a tedium of life at home, and if this 


a — was—as Nino had argued—the 
U d C h A | ler, (2) only way to accomplish this, then 
9 0 so be it. Plus, Max was never one 


2 
a 


to back down from a challenge. 

y Not that it was an actual challenge 
for those like himself or Markov. 

His real mistake, Max realized, had been allowing Kim to tag along. His friend simply 


could not keep his hands to himself. 


Unfortunately, trapped they were, with no way of getting out. Markov, he supposed, 
was already back in Adrien’s room, but whatever random buttons Kim had pressed had 
sent them on a Willy Wonka-esque journey through some strange chutes and tunnels 
in the Agreste mansion. They seemed quite state of the art—something that fascinated 


Max, despite their current predicament. He wondered if Adrien was aware of their 


even existing. 
Because if he was, a little warning would have been nice. 


A little tune Max recognized as his ringtone echoed in the chamber. “Of course!” he 
said, pulling out his phone. “| can't believe that in my efforts to devise a rational 
solution independently, | didn't consider the benefits of simply requesting assistance 


from a third party!” 


Kim gave him a funny look. “Yeah, but are you gonna answer that?” 


“Oh. Right.” Max hit the Accept button on the screen. “Hello?” 
“MAX!” 


A flurry of moths dispersed into the air at the sound of Adrien’s voice. Adrien peered 
at them from the screen, his hair standing up in odd directions. Max wondered if his 


friend had been pulling at it in a panic. 
“Where did you and Kim go?” Adrien asked. “Are you okay?” 


“We're fine,’ Max assured him. “We just ... got lost. | must say, your home is quite an 


architectural feat.” 
“Yeah, but you've got a lot of bugs!” Kim interjected. 
Adrien scrunched a brow in confusion. “Bugs?” 


“Never mind that,” Max said quickly, smacking Kim in the chest for good measure. 


“The only problem is that we can't quite figure out how to get back to where we started.” 


Adrien frowned. “That's weird. | thought you said you were going to accompany Kim 


to the kitchen to ask about a snack.” 


“Yes, well...” Max trailed off. Even though they were stuck, he was loath to reveal the 
full extent of their true activities—plausible deniability and all that. “Anyway, is Markov 
with you?” 


“Yes. He's the one who told me something was wrong.” 


“Okay. Perfect. Excellent. Well, we shouldn't be too long.” He flipped the camera view 


to give Adrien a sense of where they were. “From what | can tell, we re—” 


Max cut off his explanation when the screen suddenly blurred and turned dark. From the 
muffled sounds that followed, he presumed Adrien was hiding his phone in response to 


the entry of someone into his room. 


“My friends?” he could hear Adrien say. “Ah, well, they forgot some books for our 


project at the library, so they ran over to get them. They'll be back soon. ... How soon? 


Um ... no more than a few minutes, I'd say. Maybe ten? ... Actually yeah, if you could 


send some snacks up, I'm sure they Il really appreciate it. Yes, of course I'll make sure 
no one disturbs Father. Thanks, Nathalie!” 


Great. So they had ten minutes to escape from this odd metal moth sanctuary and 
figure out how to locate the secret button that would take them down the secret 


elevator and back into Mr. Agrestes office. 


When Adrien returned to the call, his expression was even more harried than before. 
“Listen, Max. | don't know where you and Kim wandered off to, but wherever you are, 
you need to figure out your way back as quickly as possible. And whatever you do, 


don't disturb my father. Avoid passing in front of his office if you can.” 


Max sighed as Adrien abruptly ended the call. Getting back was going to be easier said 
than done, especially now that 

Mr. Agreste's return to his study 
had effectively blocked off their 


one way out. 


He looked back at Kim, only to 
find that his companion now 
appeared to be doing some 
strange dance in a cloud of white. 


“What are you doing?” 


“I'm trying to shoo them away,” 
Kim answered, waving the 
fluttering insects in the direction 
of the large window at the front 
of the room. “These people 
work in fashion! Don't they 
know what these things can do 


to clothes? Trust me, I’m doing 


them a favor.” 


Max quirked a brow at this peculiar scene. As ridiculous as Kim looked, whatever he 
was doing actually seemed to be working. The moths seemed to have little interest in 
being chased around and were making a break for an open panel in the window. As 
Max watched a cluster of them flee into the Paris sky, he took at least some comfort in 


the discovery of an alternate escape route. 
All he and Kim needed was a rope ladder. Or a zip line. 


Max's phone rang once again. When he answered this time, three faces crowded onto 


the screen: Nino, Alya, and Marinette. 
“Nino!” he cried, half in relief, half in frustration. “This is all your fault.” 


“My fault?” Nino asked, confused. “What's even going on? | texted Adrien to say we 
were on our way, but then he sent me all these panicked messages saying you're 


missing ... in his house?” 


“Yes, we got turned around somehow and ended up in what appears to be an upper 
attic space near the roof ofthe Agreste mansion. There is a large circular window in the 
room, and judging by the placement of the sun, l'd say we are facing northwest. The 


view is actually rather spectacular.” 

Nino's brow furrowed. “Wait. Did | really just hear you say you're trapped in an attic?” 
“Well, given its size, it’s more like a tower, but yes, thats right.” 

“Weren't you supposed to be—” 


“Snooping through Mr. Agreste's office on your orders? Why, yes. That is exactly what 
we were doing,” Max huffed. He looked over at Kim, who was still shooing moths out 
the window. “And now we have no way of getting back to where we started without 


getting caught.” 
“Bummer, dude.” 


“Indeed. It’s too bad that none of us have a direct line to, say, Ladybug or Chat Noir. | prefer 


to think of myself as self-sufficient, but these are rather extraordinary circumstances.” 


Max shook his head as he spoke. What he wouldn't do to have Kaalki's assistance on 
this one. 


“Yeah, man, I'm sure Ladybug would definitely help you out with—hey! Marinette! 
Where are you going?” 


Indistinct chatter filtered in from the other side, followed by the sound of someone 

yelling Marinette's name—Alya, Max presumed. He just sat and waited patiently 
through the interruption. After 
all, he and Kim weren't going 
anywhere. 


Honestly, who “Sorry about that,” Nino said 


just a few moments later. 


tho ugnt of CO okies “Marinette took off on us all 


E of a sudden. Said she forgot 
at a tirne about some cookies we were 


supposed to bring from her 


| i ike His? place. Anyway, how can 


we help?” 


Max shook his head at the idea 
of Marinette running off. 
Honestly, who thought of 


cookies at a time like this? 
It seemed much more likely that she was having second thoughts about being in the 
same room as Adrien, what with that debilitating crush of hers. 


He pushed the thought away in favor of more pressing concerns. “Perhaps you and 
Alya could find a way to contact Ladybug or Chat Noir on my behalf” he suggested. 
“Regardless, when you arrive at the Agreste mansion, can you arrange to send Markov 
up here? | should be able to figure something out with his help.” 


“Fll see what | can do.” 


“Thanks, Nino.” Max hung up and slumped his shoulders with a sigh. There was 


nothing else to do but wait. 


He looked back at Kim, who by this point appeared to have scared the remaining 


moths away from their habitat. 


“There,” Kim said, puffing his chest out with pride as he surveyed the now-empty 
room. “My good deed for the day is done.” 


“What good deed?” 


The pair turned to see a red-suited superhero perched on the edge of the window's 


open panel. 
“Ladybug!” they exclaimed with relief. 


“Ran into a friend of yours while | was on patrol,” Ladybug said. “Said you two were 


snooping around Adrien Agreste's house and got lost?” 


“In a manner of speaking,” Max said tiredly, unwilling to explain himself any more than 


he had to. 


“Don't worry about it,” she replied with a wink. “Now, how about we get you gentlemen 


back on solid ground?” 


It was, by all accounts, a thrilling rescue indeed. 


In spite of this, Max couldn't help but feel just the slightest bit nervous. His heart had 
leapt into his throat when the trio touched down on the steps of the Agreste mansion. 
Surprisingly, those feelings of anxiety had less to do with the sensation of clinging to 
Ladybug as they flew through the air—with nothing but the string of a magical yo-yo 
to keep them from falling to their doom—and more to do with the imposing manner in 


which Mr. Agreste and his assistant were glaring at them from the entryway. 


“What is the meaning of this?” Mr. Agreste demanded. “I expect Adrien's friends 


to announce themselves at the gate 
like everyone else, not simply barrel 


through like common hooligans.” 


Max tugged at the collar of his shirt. He 
did not consider himself to be a person 
who was usually at a loss for words, but 
given the tumult of the past hour, he 

found himself momentarily unprepared 


to respond. 


Unfortunately, the same could not 
be said of his friend. Kim stepped 
forward, the paragon of clueless 
confidence. “Actually, literally two 


minutes ago, we—” 
“My apologies, Mr. Agreste,” Max 


cut in, frantically searching his 


memory for the excuse Adrien had 
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come up with earlier. “We were—we got caught up in an unexpected errand retrieving 
some materials for the project we're working on with your son, and Ladybug was kind 


enough to aid in our hasty return so that we could resume as quickly as possible.” 


“And yet, you're back empty handed,” the woman remarked. lt sounded more like 


an accusation. 


Max cast a nervous glance at Adrien, who had just appeared on the scene. He had 
hoped that his friend might be able to explain the situation away for them; however, 
judging by the way Adrien was exchanging coy smiles with Ladybug, it was clear that he 


was far too preoccupied by the superheros sudden appearance to be of any real 


assistance. Max would have to figure this out on his own. 


Max sighed. He'd never strung together this many lies before, and he hoped that it 


didn't show. “Ah, yes, well ... as it turns out, the materials we needed are all available 
digitally. Such a, um, silly oversight on my part. In any case, we do apologize for the 
inconvenience of returning in this manner. We were just so grateful to Ladybug for her 
help, and in such a hurry to get back, that we did not stop to consider the impropriety 


of bypassing your very impressive security apparatus.” 


“Might want to upgrade your pest control capabilities, though,’ Kim chimed in, 
pointing at what appeared to be a puff of white dispersing into the Paris skyline. “While 
we were up there, we saw a lot of moths hanging out by one of your windows. A whole 


cloud of them!” 


Mr. Agreste's eyes widened, and Max resisted the urge to smack his friend. He was 


certain that they were, to put things colloquially, totally busted. 


Mercifully, Mr. Agreste didn't press the issue further. In fact, he dropped the thread 
of conversation completely. “| see,” he said quietly. “Adrien, see to it that your friends 


follow the proper protocols the next time they wish to visit. Nathalie, come with me.” 


The two adults turned and left without waiting for a reply, whispering feverishly between 
the two of them. Max thought he heard Mr. Agreste say something about harvesting, 
but he didn't feel like it was worth it to inquire. Hed pushed his luck far enough already. 


Max turned his attention back to Adrien and Ladybug, who by this point were so deep in 
conversation that they had not noticed the departure of Adrien's father—or anything else, 
for that matter. Indeed, while the art of flirting was one of the few areas in which Max did 
not profess to claim any expertise, it was not difficult to observe a sweet awkwardness 
between them that suggested the pair were members of a mutual admiration society. 
Even if his suspicions about Ladybug were erroneous (something Max found unlikely), 


Adrien’s general comportment in her presence had made it clear that he was besotted. 
Poor Marinette, he thought. Beaten to the punch by a superhero. 


“Max! Kim! You’re alive!” 


Max whirled around at the sound of his name, only to see Nino and Alya waving at 


them from the other side of the 
gate. The latter's eyes widened 
when she realized that they weren't 
alone. “Wait, is that Ladybug?” 
she asked. “Ladybug! Hil” 


Ladybug looked up and returned 
the greeting with a little wave. 

“I think that's my cue to go,” she 
said, twirling a finger through one 
of her pigtails. 

Adrien shuffled from side to 

side, a shy smile playing at his 
lips. “| suppose you've got places 


to be, Parisians to save...” 


Max could have sworn he’d 


heard Ladybug giggle in 
response. 
Their little dance surely would have continued had Nino not piped up once again. 


“Hello? Are you going to let us in, or what?” 


“Right,” Adrien said, blushing. “Well ... I’m sure I'll see you around, Ladybug. Feel free 


to drop in anytime.” 


Ladybug's cheeks seemed to match her suit. “You too! | mean, l'Il see you soon.” 
Kim cut in with a cheerful wave. “Thanks again, Ladybug!” 
“Ohl! Yes. You're welcome,” Ladybug replied, appearing to regain her composure. She 


cast her yo-yo aloft, adding, “Make sure to stay out of trouble, you two.” With a smile, 
she pulled herself into the air and out of sight. 


Adrien let out a sigh as he looked over at the gate and their waiting friends. “Max. Kim,” 


he said quietly. 
Max cringed, bracing himself for the inevitable interrogation. 


Adrien surprised him with a grin. “| have no idea what you two did that Ladybug needed 


to come to your rescue, but ... thank you.” 


As it happened, getting lost in Adrien’s house had ended up working out fine, after all. 


For as much as Max had worried about the prospect of further questioning, no such 
interrogation ever materialized. To his great relief, the excitement generated by their 
run-in with Ladybug was such that none of his friends had bothered to press for details 


on where he and Kim had gone. 


More importantly, their unexpected adventure had not prevented Markov from coming 
through with the information Nino had asked them to gather. Weeks later, the whole 
gang now stood outside the gates of the Agreste mansion, primed to reap the rewards 


of their labors. 


Max peered up at the facade of Adrien’s home. While their mission had ultimately been 
a success, the “attic incident,” as he called it, continued to live rent free in his head. If 
he ever saw Ladybug again, perhaps hed ask to borrow Kaalki so that he could explore 


the space in more depth. He really was curious about how that secret elevator worked. 
Max tried to push away thoughts of the mysterious room as the gate opened. 


“Hey guys!” Adrien said cheerfully. “l'm so glad we could make his work. I’m excited to 


see this movie!” 


Nino shot Max a knowing smile. “Yup. Total coincidence that you didn't have anything 
lined up today.” Max nodded absently in acknowledgement. 


The group began to move, all smiles and chatter about the afternoon they had 


planned. Max, however, lingered in place, his eyes still on one of the upper towers. 


“Dude, you still thinking about our Tangled experience?” Kim asked. He threw an arm 
around him, dragging him along to join the rest of their friends. “We were stuck there 


for like, half an hour, tops. It's not the life-altering trauma you think it was.” 
“No, but—” 


“No, but nothing. We made it! Ladybug saved us!” Kim grinned. “And hey, there hasn't 
been an akuma attack in almost a month! That's got to be some kind of record, right? 


Life is good, man. Let's enjoy it while it lasts.” 
The boys watched as a white moth passed in their field of vision, fluttering free. 
“You're right, Kim,” he agreed. “Life is good.” 


Kim tapped his chin thoughtfully. “| do hope they got that exterminator, though. You 
think we should follow up with Adrien about the whole moth thing?” 


Max looked ahead to see their friend smiling shyly at a very flustered-looking Marinette. 


“You know what, Kim? Let's leave that for another day.” * 
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5 I'M TELLIN’ YOU, + 
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NEW YORK'S GONNA 
BE GREAT. 


OF COURSE 
I AM, 


I'M STILL 
WORRIED BUT... 
YOU'RE PROBABLY 


WE CAN 
FINALLY TAKE A LITTLE 
BREAK FROM THIS DRAINING JOB, 
TREAT OURSELVES SOME CHEESE AND 
JUST + RELAAAAAX 7 IN ANOTHER CITY! 


I GUESS I CAN 
HEAD BACK TO PARIS 
ANYTIME ... WITH MY 
ASTRO-CAT POWERS. 
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warm voice tickled in her ear. “Wake up, bugaboo.” 


“Mmm, five more minutes.” 
The voice came again, this time with a pouty lilt. “But we'll be late for class.” 
lt was so warm. 


Marinette tried to resist the silky smooth sound that coaxed her awake, but it was no 
use. Summoning all of her inner strength, she heaved her heavy eyes open. Bright, 
sunny rays flooded her vision. A familiar mop of blond hair peeked over the foot of her 
bed, accompanied by two beaming green eyes that she'd never once lost admiration 
for, not even after their accidental reveal a month ago. If anything, their unexpected 
reveal had only strengthened her feelings and their bond. If she thought she was in love 


with him before, well ... 
Marinette was absolutely head over heels for him now. 


But, of course, it seemed like such a love wasn't hers to have. Once upon a time, Chat 
Noir had made it a point to always profess his undying love for her—maybe a few more 
times than was necessary, if she was being honest. But Marinette worried that she'd 
rejected his advances too many times. (And wasn't that a joke. She'd been rejecting 


Adrien for Adrien.) He’d probably moved on from her by now. 


Still, even if Adrien might not see her the same way, he would always be a part of 
her life. She'd treasure every single moment she could get with him, and she'd be 
darned if she didn't stick with him through it all. Though, a wake up call like this wasn't 


something she had in mind. 


Blinking the sleep from her eyes, Marinette humphed. “Well, I’m awake now.” 


Adrien stepped onto her bed. 
“Wait, Adrien, your shoes!” 


He paused, casting a mischievous glare her way, and then crawled closer as if to taunt 
her. “What about ’em?” 


“They're filthy!” 


Instead of heeding her wishes like any normal person would, he had the guts to wrap 


his arms around her and nuzzle his cheek on hers. 


“But, Marinette, | just wanted to see you!” 


Marinette's arms fell to her sides. Darn cat. “Get off my bed now.” 


Adrien pulled away and shot a smile that was most definitely not kissable. “You 


probably need to get ready, though,” he said. “It’s almost 8:30.” 
“WHAT?” 


Marinette was hardly conscious of his laughter as he made his way downstairs. Of 
course she forgot to turn on her alarm last night. The akuma from yesterday had 
been so exhausting that the only thing on her mind afterward was mmm comfy bed. 


Congratulations, Marinette. You Grade-A dork-a-tron klutz. 


It was sort of ironic. Ladybugs were supposed to be lucky, weren't they? Yet here she 
was scrambling for any sort of clean clothes to change into with a toothbrush in her 


mouth. lt was summer, right? A flannel over a tank top wouldn't look too bad. 
Argh, who cares?! 


She grabbed her bag and made a break for it in a blurry, half-asleep, half-frantic haze. 
Late to class meant a possible detention, and a detention meant she wouldn't be able 
to study. Then, shed fail to graduate and die hungry on the streets! Paris would lose 
Ladybug and it'd be all her fault— 


“Marinette, what do you think you're doing?” Adrien stood in front of her path to the 


front door, an all-too-familiar grin on his face. 
4? . . ” 
I'm saving Paris, now move. 


“Uh-uh.” He moved in front of her once again. “Princesses shouldn't let their feet 


touch the floor.” 
She furrowed her brow. “What are you—whoa!” 


He gracefully swooped her into his arms, carrying her bridal style. It took a few good 
moments before she was brought back to her senses, but then she caught sight of his 


wide, boyish smile and bright emerald eyes. 


Those stupid, stupid eyes. 


Stupid eyes making her feel stupid feelings. 


Marinette tried her best to fix a glare at him. “Put me down, alley cat!” 


“No way.” He smirked at her, and she absolutely was not feeling like she was floating 
at the sight. She had more important things to worry about than her silly, cute partner. 
“This humble cat is going to be his princess's ride to school.” 


Marinette grumbled. He could be 
very persistent when he put his mind 


AE humble cat to something; she knew that much. It 


} > was, unfortunately, one of his many 
\S N to be MIS admirable traits. Any resistance on her 


part was futile, and he knew it. 


erincess's ride to 


Welp, she thought, might as well enjoy 


schöol; the ride. 


Sighing, she let herself relax. “Alrighty 
then.” She pointed to the door. 


“Onwards, my noble steed!” 


“As you wish, purrincess.” 


Adrien opened the door with an excitement that was akin to a child on a sugar high. 
She had to suppress a laugh from how adorable he was being. No matter how much of 
a pun-loving idiot he could be, she loved his jokes. She loved him. 


He carried her down the steps of her apartment with too much ease, bounding with 


childish giddiness as he ran. Seriously, how strong was he underneath the suit? 
“Careful.” Marinette laughed. “You could fall and get us both hurt.” 


All Adrien did in reply was fix a warm gaze on her. “| would never let anything bad 
happen to you, Marinette.” 


Butterflies. 


Freakin’ butterflies. 


When they reached the bottom of the stairs, an idea popped into her head “Wait, 


Adrien, put me down.” 


He gave a kitty pout in reply, and the way his bottom lip jutted out ever so slightly was 
sickeningly adorable. Fine, he wanted to be that way? She could work with that. It’s not 


like this was the first time she had to be assertive with him. 
Marinette flicked a mental switch that activated her Ladybug Voice. “Down, Adrien.” 


That seemed to do the trick, since Adrien looked surprised and maybe a little 
impressed as he gently lowered her feet back down to the carpet. Marinette wasted no 
time whisking her way behind his back and stretching up to wrap her arms around his 


neck to meet at his chest. 
“I like piggyback rides better.” She giggled. 


Adrien smiled over his shoulder at her. “As you wish, buginette.” He straightened his 
back in preparation. “Up!” 


At his signal, they moved in sync like a well-oiled machine. She jumped up and brought 
her legs to his sides, and he caught them in time, securing her to his back. After a few 
brief adjustments, he strolled forward once again with a cheerful bounce in his step. 
Marinette rested her chin on his left shoulder and leaned against his neck. His blond 
locks were doing wonders to her, almost lulling her to sleep again from the way it gave 


under her touch. It felt like heaven, and he was her angel. 
For the first time that morning, Marinette felt truly at ease with herself. 


Adrien opened the door leading to the bakery. “Sorry about the shoes on your bed, by 


the way.” He turned his head to look at her. “| just wanted to wake you up.” 


Marinette scratched his chin, and he closed his eyes at the contact. “Apology 
accepted, kitty. Besides, it definitely did the trick.” 


He beamed. “Are ya proud of me, m'lady?” 


It took every ounce of willpower within her to not kiss him right then and there. “Of 


course | am.” 


Oblivious to her inner turmoil, he moved forward and brightened at seeing her parents 
at work in the bakery. Her dad was manning the oven, while her mother was stationed 


at the cashier, taking in the early customers. 


Adrien smiled politely, though much wider than the one he reserved for cameras. 


“Good morning, Mr. Dupain and Mrs. Cheng!” 


Her parents exchanged knowing looks before politely greeting Adrien and Marinette. 
Though Marinette was doing her best not to make any sort of eye contact whatsoever. 
Looking at the back of Adrien’s neck seemed to be much more interesting than 


whatever her parents were thinking right now. 


Thankfully, the horrific five-second interaction was quickly forgotten as Adrien carried 
her outside, exposing them to the gleaming rays of Paris in the morning. It was a really 
nice day, and she was grateful Adrien had woken her up. Otherwise, she wouldn't be in 


his arms like she was now. 


Adrien bounced on the balls of his feet as he waited at the crossing, rocking both of 
them back and forth. “Y'know, Marinette, I'd tell you a joke about bread, but—” 


She paused, recognizing that tone. She'd know it from anywhere. “Wait, stop—” 


“—but | think you'd find them pretty stale.” 
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She did her best not to burst out laughing. She could’ve sworn shed even heard that 
somewhere before. But what really undid her was the cheeky grin that he always gave her 


when he knew she was about to pop. Marinette tried to stifle it by nuzzling into his neck. 
“Ohmygod, Adrien!” she guffawed into his white overshirt. 

He bounded merrily across the road. “You love my jokes, dough!” 

She shook her head. “You bet | do.” 

“Of course, | always keep ‘em at the bready, y’know.” 

“Stop! That's too many!” 

“You can never have too many!” 


There was little more she could 

do than give in to a wide, lovesick 
grin. “Tell me you didn't stay up last 
night looking up bread puns.” 


“| toast-ally did.” 
She squeezed him tighter. “You dork.” 


The urge to add an “| love you” to 
the end of that sentence was too 


strong. 


As if he wasn't being insufferable 
enough, Adrien belted a trashy 
track Marinette recognized from the 
radio as they made their way closer 


to school. Not even her hysteric, 


half-coherent attempts got him to | 
quiet the hell down! He only sang 7 p 


louder and prouder. His singing was 


infectious, and it wasn't long before she was coerced into joining him. 


They marched on like that, joyously singing with one another. As they made their way 
through the giant wooden doors of the school, Marinette instantly realized the scene 


they were causing—at least if the stares and quiet murmuring were any question. 


Adrien halted in his tracks when he was met with silence, and he looked around to 
meet the cheeky stares of their peers. He chuckled bashfully at their unexpected 
audience before carrying them back on their way to class. She felt his hands tighten 


their hold softly, like he was tethering himself to her. 

Like hell was Marinette going to let go of him, though. 

“Adrien?” she whispered. “It doesn't really look like we're late.” 

He chuckled sheepishly. “Well, about that ...” 

Rolling her eyes, she began thumbing around in her purse for her phone. 
8:15 


“Adrien!” She held the phone for both of them to see. “There's plenty of time before 


school starts!” 


He shrugged apologetically, shifting Marinette in the process. “Sorry? | sort of 
panicked ...” 


She groaned. “Adrien ...” 
“But | just wanted to see you so badly! And | didn't want to go to school by myself again.” 


When he continued trekking to class, she leaned back and grumbled further, holding 
onto him to keep her steady before shooting forward again. Why did he have to be so 


adorably frustrating sometimes? 
“Wait, Marinette—ack—” 


The sudden shift in movement proved too much for both of them, sending them 


toppling to the side. Oh god, this was gonna hurt, wasn't it? She closed her eyes and 


braced herself for the nasty thud of concrete. 


When nothing came, she blinked open an eye to see that she wasn't falling. Rather, 


she was being held. 


She met Adrien's eyes and felt like she could've actually melted under his gaze. 
Not fair. 


He wore a smile that could melt the iciest of glaciers. “Told you | wouldn't let anything 


bad happen to you, my lady,” he whispered. 


Oh. 
Oh, ho ho ... 


He wanted to play like that, did he? 


That was the final straw. lt wasn't 
fair that he was dishing out all of 
these slick one-liners and making 
her heart flutter like it was nothing. 
Darn kitty and his suave demeanor! 


Who gave him the right to do things 
like that to her? 


Two could play at that game. 


Before she could stop herself, 
Marinette rolled her eyes, ran a 
hand across his cheek, and cast 
him a half-lidded gaze. “Ah, it looks 
like I'm falling for you,” 

she lilted. 
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Adrien’s cheeks flared with a fierce redness that could rival her superhero suit, and 
a weird rush of pride coursed through her at the sight before her. Here was Paris’ 
heartthrob, Chat Noir (and Adrien Agreste), as red as a tomato, detransformed and 
wrapped around her little finger. Looked like the cat could dish it out but, in reality, 


he couldn't take it. 
“Um, Adrien stammered. “Well—. ...” 
“What's wrong? Cat got your tongue?” 


Marinette was just about to sigh and stand up before Adrien said the four words that 


set her heart into overdrive. 
“Has it got yours?” 
God, | wish it did. 


She ignored the pounding in her chest and hoped he didn't notice it either. All of her 
focus was in pretending to be in deep thought before doing her best to respond and 


not stutter like the mess she was. 


“| don’t know,” Marinette said. “Does it?” 


” 


Adrien gaped. “| 
She made no room for hesitation as she cupped his cheeks and pulled him in. 


The pinching nerves in her system quickly died down as she brushed her lips on his. 
She let out a hum of satisfaction as he pulled her closer, leaving no room between the 
two. A stray hand moved to play with his hair. By the way she was practically hanging 


off him, she could've easily fallen. 
But shed already fallen. Hard. 


She was vaguely aware of Alya and Nino's exuberant applause and cheers from across 
the yard, and of Chloe's ungodly demonic screeching from who knows where, but 
Marinette was too focused on the way her lips fit against Adrien's as he poured every 
ounce of his affection into her. She didn't care. It just felt so right to be kissed by him, 


and she would go through a thousand rude awakenings to kiss him again. 


Her Adrien, her Chat Noir. 
Hers. 


When they pulled away after what felt like a blissful eternity, Adrien wore a lovestruck 
smile that seemed as if hed been gifted the universe. She could clearly see the same 
adoration that he had for her all that time ago in his eyes, and it sent a buzz through 
her. They had never really moved on from each other, had they? 


She leaned forward to whisper in his ear. “I think we need to come up with an 


explanation for Alya, kitty.” «e 


IT'S ABOUT TINE, 


arinette had become accustomed to the strangeness that was Paris. Daily akuma 
attacks. Space trash cans. Even being a ladybug-themed superhero. But nothing 
had prepared her for this. 


She had just rushed back to class after a luncheon with the mayor, which had run 

late, only to find the entire class in a tizzy. She still wasn't sure what was going on, 

but somehow Chat Noir was there and being forced to solve some kind of mystery. 
Though she had to wonder what Chat was even doing at the school, let alone so soon 


after the luncheon. 


Marinette, having gotten caught sneaking into the classroom, had been chosen to help 
the superhero. She wasn't really sure what was worse. The fact that her school had 
an entire Sherlock costume lying around or that Chat Noir decided to put it on in an 


attempt to, in his words, “get in character.” 


Or maybe it was worse that he made her don a Watson outfit to complement his, 


otherwise they wouldn't match. 
Why did the school even have these costumes? They didn't have a drama program. 


“So, what seems to be the purroblem here?” Chat pulled out a small brown pipe and 
blew into it. A flurry of bubbles erupted from the pipe, slowly floating down to the 


classroom floor. 


“The problem is my phone is missing!” Chloé exclaimed, pushing her way forward. 


“And one of these clowns stole it!” 


Most of her classmates either groaned or sighed. After having to deal with Chloé 
for almost four years now, Marinette could feel their pain. Honestly, this felt like the 


bracelet situation all over again. 


Chat Noir hummed. “I’m going to need a place to conduct my investigation. Watson! 


Find us a room!” 


Marinette rolled her eyes. “First of all, do not call me that. Second of all, where am | 


going to find an empty classroom in the middle ofthe day?” 


“| bet you're just stalling because you don't want the investigation to point back to you 
being the culprit!” Chloé pointed her finger at Marinette, causing the class, including 
Chat, to gasp. 


“Need | remind you that | couldn't have done this?” Marinette retorted. “I wasn't even here!” 


Marinette had disappeared long before Chloé's phone had gone missing in order to 


attend the luncheon. 


Chat nodded. “That's right. In order to have committed the crime, Marinette would’ve 


needed to be here. Thus, she couldn't have done it.” 


“Fine, maybe Dupain-Cheng didn't do it, but | still don't have my phone!” Chloé flicked 
her ponytail over her shoulder. “You can use Mr. Damocles's office. I'm sure he won't 


mind. After all, you're a superhero and my dad's the mayor.” 


“Purrfect! We'll find this petty cat burglar in no time or my name isn't Sherlock!” Chat 
pointed his finger in the air. 


Marinette sighed. This was going to be a long afternoon. 


“Okay, Chloé, what happened?” Marinette asked once they had all gathered in Mr. 


Damocles’s office. 


Chloé's not-so-subtle pressure about calling her father had worked, and the principal 
had given them his office to work in. She had also got their class out of lessons for the 
day, which was a win except for the fact that none of them were allowed to leave until 


Chat Noir's investigation was finished, or the school day ended. Whichever came first. 


“Hey!” Chat pouted with that stupidly cute kitten face. “I’m the lead investigator here. 


I'm the one who asks questions.” 


“Then what am | supposed to do?” Marinette asked, placing her hands on her hips. 


“You, my lowly assistant, can take notes.” Chat took some printer paper and a pen 
from the desk and handed them to her. 


She snatched the items from his hand and moved off to the side, an annoyed 


expression on her face. 
“Okay, Chloé, what happened?” Chat asked. 


Despite Marinette's strong desire to ignore everything to do with this investigation, she 
couldn't help but listen to Chloés tale. 


“Okay, so | was in class ...” 
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“Okay, class,” Miss Bustier said, “don't forget to finish the yA ae 
story during lunch if you haven't. When you come back, ‘ere War son. 


we ll talk about some of the major themes!” 


Barely waiting for her to finish speaking, Adrien and Dupain-Cheng dashed out of the 
classroom like there was an akuma. Chloé just ignored their weirdness. Those two had 
been sneaking off more and more lately. She had been suspecting they were dating for 
awhile, and despite how much it made her want to gag, Adrikins was happy, so she 


wouldn't do anything about it. 


Case Comments: 


Marinette: Heu! Adrien and | are not datina! 


Chloe: Yeah, yeah. Whatever, lovebird. 


Chloé pulled her phone out of her bag to check her notifications. Her father was 
having that luncheon with Ladybug and Chat Noir, and she wanted to get there before 


the heroes had to leave. If that meant she had to miss school, so be it. 


“Is that the Pear Phone 467” Kante asked. “The one with a practically unbreakable 


screen? Seven gigabytes of data ...” 
Blah, Blah, blah. 


Chloé zoned out as Kanté kept babbling about annoying technical jargon that no one 


cared about. 


“Ughh! No one wants to hear your nerdish ramblings, Max!” she said as gently as she 


could, moving to the front of the classroom. 


She had to be the guiding voice of reason for the class. After all, if she was going to get 
her class representative role back, she needed to be respected by her below-average 


classmates. 


“If you must know,” Chloé said, flicking her hair over her shoulder, “Daddy got me the 


Pear Phone 46! It’s not even out yet for you peasants!” 


Her classmates all clapped politely in awe, interest on all of their faces. Well, everyone, 


but Césaire, who was staring daggers at her. 


Well, whatever Césaires problem was, Chloé would deal with it another day. She 
had to hurry to meet her favorite superhero. Maybe Ladybug would be proud of her 
for being so nice and respectful to her classmates and give her the bee miraculous 


permanently. 


Stopping at her locker to freshen up her makeup, she set her purse down on the bench 
behind her. The rest of her classmates filed into the locker room. Césaire, Lahiffe, and 
Lé Chién sat on the bench where her bag was and started talking about something, but 
she didn't pay it any mind. They probably wanted to bask in her awesomeness. 


Chloé closed her locker and went to grab her purse, when the purse caught on 
something and slipped from her grasp, spilling its contents everywhere. She yelped as 
her bottom hit the floor. 


Césaire laughed and knelt beside her. “I bet that hurt. Here, let me help.” 


Césaire grabbed some of the items 
that had scattered and stuffed 
them haphazardly into Chloe’ 
designer purse. Chloé could've 
sworn shed seen Césaire hide 
something behind her back, but 
she didn't have time to question it. 


She had a luncheon to go to. 


Mumbling a quick thank 

you, Chloé dashed outside. 
Thankfully, Jean Whathistace 
was there waiting for her with the 
car. Chloé smiled and reached 
inside her purse for her phone. 
There was her bottle of Adrien: 
The Fragrance. Her favorite 

pale pink lipstick. Her authentic 
replica Ladybug yo-yo. Her lucky 
sunglasses. Even her old bear, 


Mr. Cuddly. But ... 
“WHERE IS MY PHONE?” 


art by Blue Inkiaoi 


Chat nodded as Chloé came to the end of her tale. “I see. Well, logically, | have to 


come to this conclusion.” He pointed dramatically at Alya. "You are the one who stole 


Chloés cell phone as you were the last one to touch anything inside her purse!” 


Alya surged to her feet. “That lying little witch. That's not at all what happened!” 


“A predictable claim!” Chat blew into his pipe, causing a slew of bubbles to flow out. 


lt was obvious that he had got too much into his role, for Marinette doubted that he 


really thought Alya had stolen the phone. Time to rein him in. 


“Chat,” Marinette chided with a frown. “Let Alya share her side of the story. That way 


we can gather all the evidence we need.” 


“Oh, that's smart, Watson. Okay, Madame Ladyblogger, enlighten us on what you 
think happened.” 


Alya shifted her gaze to Chat as she started telling her side of the story. “So, class had 


just ended and Little Miss Devil Wears Yellow was showing off, as per usual ...” 
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“Wanna go to a cafe for lunch?” Nino asked as Alya packed up her materials. 


“Sounds nice. Too bad Marinette and Adrien couldn't join us. Would've been the 


perfect time for them to tell us they're dating.” 
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Hough the street at this very moment. 


“Ughh! No one wants to hear your nerdish ramblings, Max!” 


Chloé's outburst got Alya and Ninos attention. Chloé was holding her cell phone up 
for the whole class to see. She was clearly bragging about some new thing her dad had 


gotten her. 


Gosh, it was like Chloé was trying to get Alya akumatized again. Who cared about her 
fancy new phone? It’s not like it made Chloé any better than the rest of them. 


Some of her disgust must've shown on her face because Chloé sneered at her. 


Instead of responding to Chloé, which would likely only fuel the fire, Alya ignored 
her and walked out of the classroom with Nino. Kim ran up to them, talking excitedly 


about the new Super Penguino game. 


When they got to the locker room, Alya put away the books she didn’t want to take 


with her to the café. After all, that would be annoying to heave around Paris. 


Nino and Kim were sitting on one of the benches in front of her locker, still talking 


animatedly. She went to join them. 


It wasn't until Chloé reached for her purse that Alya noticed Kim had been sitting on 
one of the straps, which caused Chloé to fall flat on her bottom when she tugged at it. 


“Oh my gosh, Chloé, are you okay?” Alya asked. “Here, let me help you!” She started 
to grab some of Chloé's items that had spilled all over the floor, but a perfectly 


manicured hand stopped her. 


“Stop ruining my things with your filthy poor-person germs. | can pick it up myself.” 
Chloé sneered, pushing Alya out of the way. 


Alya glared at Chloé. “Does she always have to be such a—” 


“Alya, play nice. You know she's always like that.” Nino rubbed her shoulders, the 


surefire way to get her to calm down. That's why she loved Nino. He was the calm to 


her righteous fury. 


“You're right.” Alya sighed. “We should get going before all the cafés get too crowded. 


See ya later, Kim!” 
With that final farewell, Alya and Nino exited the locker room. 
“So, where would the fine lady like to go for lunch today?” Nino asked. 


“How about—” 


“WHERE IS MY PHONE?” 


“—and that’s my story,’ Alya finished. 


Marinette frowned. “So, it sounds like Chloé thinks you touched her stuff, but you 
didn't get the chance?” 


“Yes, exactly! | didn’t steal her phone.” 
Chat glanced at the clock, one leg bouncing up and down in a subtle but agitated manner. 


“Chat?” Marinette said, arching her eyebrow. He was the one whod wanted to be the 


leader in the investigation; he should at least share something. 


He plastered on a smile as he met their expectant stares. “Right. Well, the 
contradictions in both their stories lead me to conclude that none of this happened 


and thus the phone is not missing. Case closed!” 


Chat quickly clambered out of his seat and attempted to jump out the window, but 
Marinette yanked on his tail. 


“Not case closed, Sherlock. If none of this happened, where's the phone?” 


Chat sighed, turning back to where Alya sat at the desk. “Then what do we do now? 


We've got no leads.” 


Marinette picked up Chat’s discarded bubble pipe. “I think we need another 


perspective on this case. And | know just where to get it.” 


Assistant 


Investigators Note: 


| have literallu no “—so | told him, “Hey, that banana isn't yours. It's my banana!” 
idea what hetwas 


talking about Kim and Chat laughed as Kim finished his account. 


“Kim,” Marinette said, putting her hands on her hips, “I asked 
you about what happened between Chloé and Alya at lunch. “What on earth do 


bananas have to do with it?” 


“That's what | was talking about to Nino in the locker room. Or maybe this was 


something | told monkey genie ...” 


Marinette wished she was outside with Alya and Chloé right now. The tension with 


them sounded better than dealing with Kim's craziness. 


“Kim, I’m going to need you to focus,” Marinette said slowly, too scared to say 
anything faster lest he go off on another tangent. “Did Alya help Chloé grab her stuff 


from her purse?” 


“Nah. Chloé wouldn't even let Alya near the darn thing. Something about how her 


hands were too peasant-like.” 
“Did you see anyone else around Chloé's purse?” 


Kim shook his head. “Nope. | was the only one who touched it, and that was by 


accident.” 


“Did you steal Chloés phone?” Chat asked, leaning into Kim's face so that his pipe 


touched Kim’s nose. 


“No way. What would | even need 
with a second phone? | already have 
one of my own.” Kim pulled out his 
phone from his pocket. The home 
screen lit up to show him and Ondine 


at the pool, making fishy faces. 


Marinette sighed. “Yeah, Kim didn't 
doit.” 


Just then the door burst open. 
Chloé dragged Alya into the room. 


“Can you arrest her already?” 


Chloé exclaimed, slamming her fist 
on the desk. 
ar DU Blue \nklao| “| know she stole my phone!” 


“Chloé, there's no proof that 


Alya stole your phone.” Marinette 
sighed. “Besides, we're not the police; we are literally a student and a superhero. 
Neither of us have ever done this before.” 


“All I'm hearing are excuses. Maybe you shouldn't be in charge of this investigation!” 
Chloé smirked as if that should mean something to Marinette. 


“| never wanted to be in charge in the first place!” 


Chloé turned her nose upwards. “Hmph, my daddy will have something to say about 
this utterly ridiculous investiga” 


A knock from the hallway interrupted Chloés rant. 


“Hey, Damocles, found some phone in the locker room. Looks pretty fancy. Can't 


believe how spoiled—” The janitor stopped in the middle of his sentence as he realized 
that it was not Principal Damocles in the office. “Oh, hey, kids.” 
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“Chloé, is that your phone?” Marinette asked, irritation filling her voice. 


Chloé walked up to the janitor and plucked the phone out of his hands. “It would seem 


so. 
Marinette and Alya simultaneously groaned. 


“So it was the janitor!” Chat lifted one of his eyebrows, slowly bringing his pipe to his 


mouth. “Case closed!” 
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| We hope you had some laughs along 
encounter any automatic sliding glass 
Until next time-bug out! 

- The Totographs team 


Thank you so much for reading 


the way. Stay peachy, and if you 
doors, we wish you the best of luck. 


